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NIGHT  the  NINTH  and  LAST. 

THE 
CONSOLATION. 

Containing,  among  other  Things, 

I  A  MORAL  Survey  of  the  NOCTURNAL  Heavens. 
II.  A  NIGHT-  ADDRESS  to  the  DEITY. 

Hjmbly  Infcribod  to  his   GRACE 

The  DUKE  of  NEWCASTLE, 

One  of  His  Majefty's  Principal  Secretaries  of  State. 
--  Fatii  untr  aria  fata  rependens.  VIRG. 

AS  when  a  traveller,  a  long  day  paft 
];,  piiiiful  fearch  of  what  he  cannot  find, 
At  night's  approach,  content  with  the  next  cot, 
There  ruminates,  a  while,  his  labour  loft  j 
Then  cheers  his  heart  with  what  his  fate  affords, 
And  chants  his  fonnet  to  deceive  the  time, 
Till  the  due  feafon  calls  him  to  repofe  : 
Thus  I,  long-travcll'd  in  the  ways  of  men, 
And  dancing,  with  the  reft,  the  giddy  maze, 
Where  difuppointment  fmiles  at  bopis  career  ; 
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Warn'd  by  the  languor  of  life's  evening  ray,  ' 

At  length  have  hous'd  me  in  an  humble  fhed^ 

"Where,  future  wand'ring  banilh'd  from  my  thought, 

And  waiting,  patient,  the  Aveet  hour  of  refl, 

I  chafe  the  moments  with  a  ferious  fong. 

Song  Tooths  our  pa<ns  ;  and  age  has  pains  to  footh. 

When  age,  c-re,  crime,  and  friends  embrac'd  at  heart, 
.  Torn  from  my  bleeding  brea£,  and  death's  dark  (hade, 
Which  "hovers  o'er  me,  qoench  th' ethereal  fire; 
Canft  tliou,  O  Night !  indulge  one  labour  more? 
One  Idbaur  more  indulge  !   then  fleep,  my  drain  ! 
Till,  haply,  wak'd  by  RAPHAEL'S  golden  lyre, 
Where  night,  death,  age,  care,  crime,  and  forrow,ceafc  ; 
To  bear  a  part  in  everlafting  lays  ; 
Tiiough  far,  far  higher  fet,  in  aim,  I  truft, 
Symphonious  to  this  humble  prelude  here, 

Has  not  the  mufe  aflerted  plcafurts  pure, 
Like  thofe  above  ;  exploding  other  joys  ? 
Weigh  what  was  urg'd,  LORENZO!  fairly  weigh  ; 
And  tell  me,  haft  thou  caufe  to  triumph  iVill  ? 
1  think,  thou  wilt  forbear  a  boaft  fo  bold. 
But  if,  beneath  the  favour  of  miftake, 
Thy  fmile's  fmcere  ;  not  more  fincere  can  br 
LORENZO'S  fmile,  than  my  compaffion  for  him. 
The  fick  in  Icdy  call  for  aid  ;  the  fick 
In  «uWare  covetous  of  more  difeafe  ; 
And  when  at  wcry.1,  they  dream  themfelves  quite  well. 
To  kuwa  ourfelves  difeas'd,  is  half  our  cure. 
When  nature**  blufti  by  cxjhm  is  wip'd  off, 
And  confc:encc.  deadenM  by  repeated  ftrokes, 

Has 


THE     CONSOLATION.  £ 

Has  into- Manners  naturaliz'd  our  crimes; 

The  curfe  of  curfes  is,  our  curfe  to  love  ; 

To  triumph  in  the  blacknefs  of  our  guilt 

(As  Indians  glory  in  the  deepeft  jet),. 

And  throw  afide  our  Jenfes  with  our  peace. 
But  grant  no  guilt,  no  fhame,  no  lead  alloy  j 

Grant  joy  and  glory  <yiite  unfully'd  (hone  ; 

Yet,  ftill,  it  ill  deferves  LORENZO'S  heart. 

NO_;'O)',  no  ghry>  glitters  in  thy  fight, 

But,  through  the  thin  partition  of  arv  hour,. 

1  fee  its  fables  wove  by  dfjliny; 

And  that  in  forrow  bury'd  ;   this,  ia  faame  ; 

While  howling  furies  ring  the  doleful  knell ; 

And  ccii/cieacf,  now  fo  foft  thou  fcarce  canft  hear 

Her  whifper,.  echoes  her  eternal  peal. 

Where,  the  prime  adlors  of  the  lajt year's  fcene  ; 

Their  port  fo  proud,  their  bufkin,  and  their  plume  ? 

How  vaznyJZeep,  who  kept  the  world  awake 

With  luftre,  and  with  noife  !   has  death  proclaimed 

A  truce,  and  hung  his  fated  lance  on  high  ? 

'Tis  brandifti'd  Hill ;  nor  lhall  the  prefent year 
Be  more  tenacious  of  her  human  leaf, 
Or  fpread  of  feeble  life  a  thinner  fall. 

But  needlefs  monuments  to  wake  the  thought; 
Life's  gayeji  fcenes  fpeak  man's  mortality  ; 
Though  in  a  flylc  mere  florid,  full  as  plain, 
As  mau/oleums,  pyramids,  and  tombs, 
What  are  our  nobleft  ornaments,  but  deaths 
Turn'd  flatterers  of  life,  in  paint,  or  marble, 
The  well-ftain'd  canvas,  or  the  featur'd  (tone  ? 
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Our  fathers  grace,  or  rather  haunt,  the  fcene. 
Jcy  peoples  her  pavilion  from  the  dead. 

"  Profejl  di-verfions  !  cannot  thefe  efcape  ?" — 
Far  from  it :  Thefc  prefent  us  with  a  fhroud-; 
And  talk  of  deatb,  like  garlands  o'er  a  grave. 
As  fomfi  bold  plunderers,  for  bury'd  wealthy 
We  ranfack  tombs  for  pa/lhrn;   from  the  duit 
Call  up  the  fleeping  hero  ;    bid  him  tread 
The  fcene  for  our  amufement :    How  like  gods 
We  fit;    and,  wrapt  in  immortality, 
Shed  gen'rous  tears  OR  wretches  born  to  die ; 
Ybeir  fate  deploring,  to  forget  our  cicn  ! 

What  all  the  pomps  and  triumphs  of  our  lives, 
But  legacies  in  blorTom  ?   Our  lean  foil, 
Luxuriant  grown,  and  rank  in  vanities, 
From  friends  iaterr'd  beneath  ;  a  rich  manure  ! 
Like  other  worms,  we  banquet  on  the  dead  ; 
Like  other  worms,  fhall  we  crawl  on,  nor  know 
Our  prefent  frailties,  or  approaching  fate  ? 

LORENZO  !   fuch  the  glories  of  the  world  ! 
What  is  the  world  itfelf  ?  Tly  world — A  grave. 
Where  is  the  duft  that- has  not  been  alive  ? 
The  fpade,  the  plough,  difturb  our  anceilors  ; 
From  human  mould  we  reap  our  daily  bread. 
The  globe  around  earth's  hollow  furface  {hakes, 
And  is  the  ceiling  of  her  ikeping  fons. 
O'er  devaluation  we  blind  revels  keep  ; 
Whole  bury'd  towns  fupport  the  dancer's  heel. 
The  moifi  of  human  frame  the  fun  exhales  ; 
Wines  fcatter  through  the  mighty  void  the  dry; 

Earth 
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Earth  repofTcfles  part  of  what  fhe  gave, 
And  the  freed  fpirit  mounts  on  wings  of  fire  ; 
Each  element  partakes  oar  fcatter'd  fpoils ; 
As  nature,  wide,  our  ruins  fpread  :  man's  death 
Inhabits  all  things,  but  the  thought  of  man. 

Nor  man  alone  ;  his  breathing  buft  expires, 
His  tomb  is  mortal ;   empires  die  :  Where,  now, 
The  Roman  ?  Greek  ?  They  ftalk,  an  empty  name  ! 
Yet  few  regard  them  in  this  ufeful  light ; 
Though  half  our  learning  is  their  epitaph. 
When  down  thy  vale,  unlockt  by  midnight  thought, 
That  loves  to  wander  in  thy  fuulefs  realms, 

0  death.'  I  ftretch  my  view  :   what  vifions  rife  ! 
What  triumphs !  toils  imperial!   arts  divine! 
In  wither'd  laurels  glide  before  my  fight ! 
What  lengths  of  far-fam'd  ages,  billow'd  high 
With  human  agitation,  roll  along 

In  unfubltantial  images  of  air  ! 

The  melancholy  ghoits  of  dead  rejiown, 

Whifp'ring  faint  echoes  of  the  world's  applaufe, 

With  penitential  afpeft,  as  they  pafs, 

All  point  at  earth,  and  hifs  at  human  pride, 

The  wifdom  of  the  wife,  and  prancings  of  the  great. 

But,  O  LORENZO!  far  the  reft  above, 
Of  ghaflly  nature,  and  enormous  fize, 
One  form  afTaults  my  fight,  and  chills  my  blood, 
And  {hakes  my  frame.     Of  one  departed  world 

1  fee  the  mighty  fliadow  :   Oozy  wreath 

And  difmal  fea-weed  crown  her;  o'er  her  urn 
Reclin'd,  fhe  weeps  her  defclated  realms, 
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And  bloated  fons  j   and,  weeping,  prophefie* 
Another's  diflblution,  foon,  in  flames. 
Bat,  likt  CASSANDR.A,  prophefies  in  vain; 
In  vain,  to  many  ;  not,  I  truft,  to  thee. 

For,  know'it  thou  not,  or  art  thou  loth  to  know, 
The  great  decree,  the  counfel  of  the  flcies  ? 
Deluge  and  conflagration,  dreadful  powers ! 
Prime  minifters  of  vengeance  !  chain'd  in  caves 
Diiiinft,  apart  the  giant  furies  roar; 
Apart  j  or,  fuch  their  horrid  rage  for  ruin, 
In  mutual  conflict  would  they  rife,  and  wage 
Eternal  war,  till  one  was  quite  devour'd. 
Bat  not  for  this,  ordain'd  their  boundlefs  rage  ; 
When  heaven's  inferior  initrumcnts  of  wrath, 
War,  famine,  peftilence,   are  found  too  weak 
To  fcourge  a  world  for  her  enormous  crimes, 
V'jfjf/e  are  let  loofe,  alternate  :   Down  they  rufh, 
Swift  and  tempeftuous,  from  th' eternal  throne, 
With  irrefiftible  commiflion  arm'd, 
'1  lie  world,  in  vain  corrected,  to  deflroy, 
And  eafe  creation  of  the  {hocking  fcene. 

Seeft  thou,  LOR  EKZO  !  what  depends  on  man  ? 
1'\kt  fate  of  nature  ;   as  for  man,  her  birth. 
J'tir.'/j's  aftors  change  earth's  tranfitory  fcenes, 
And  make  creation  groan  with  human  guilt. 
JIow  mufl  it  groan,   in  a  new  deluge  whelm'd, 
But  not  of  waters  !    At  the  dcflin'd  hour, 
I5y  the  loud  trumpet  fummon'd  to  the  charge, 
iiee,  all'  the  formidable  fons  of  fire, 
Eruptions,  earthquakes,  comets,  lightnings,  play 

Their 
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Their  various  engines  ;  all  at  once  difgorge 
Their  blazing  magazines ;  and  take,  by  ftorm^ 
This  poor  terrcilrial  citadel  of  man. 

Amazing  period!  when  each  mountain-height 
Out-burns  7efuviui ;  rocks  eternal  pour 
Their  melted  mafs,   as  rivers  once  they  pour'd  •> 
Stars  rafh  ;  and  fiar.l  ruin  fiercely  drives 
Her  plowihare  o'er  creation  ! — while  aloft, 
More  than  aftonifhment !  if  more  can  be  ! 
Far  other  firmament  than  e'er  was  feen, 
Than  e'er  was  thought  by  man  !   far  other^arj  / 
Stars  animate,  that  govern  thefe  of  fire  ; 
Far  other_/;<;// — A  fun,  O  how  unlike 
The  Babe  at  Btthhm  !  how  unlike  the  Man, 
That  groan'd  on  Calvary  ! — Yet  lie  it  it ; 
That  Man  of  forrows !    O  how  chang'd  !   what  pomp!-   . 
Jn  grandeur  terrible,  all  heav'n  defcends  ! 
And  gods,  ambitious,  triumph  in  his  train. 
A  fwift  archangel,  with  his  golden  wing, 
As  blots  and  clouds,  that  darken  and  difgrace 
The  fcene  divine,  fweeps  ftars  and  fun-s  afide. 
And  new,  all  drofs  remov'd,  heav'n's  own  pure  day,.' 
Full  on  the  confines  of  our  rtther,  fl.tmes. 
While  (dreadful  contrait!)  far,  how  far  beneath  V 
Hell,  burfting,  belches  forth  Irer  blar.ing  fca?, 
And  ftorms  fulphurcous ;    her  voj:>.cious  jaws 
Expzcnding  wide,  and  roaring  for  her  prev. 

LORENZO  !  welcome  to  this  fcene  ;   the  laft 
In  nature's  courfe  ;  the-ilril  in-  wifdom's  thought. 
Ybii  ftrikes,  if  aught  can  ftrike  thee^  /.^awakes 
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The  moft  fupine :;  this  fnatches  man  from  death. 
Roufe,  roufe,  LO.IEKZO,  then,  and  follow  me, 
Where  truth,  the  moll  momentous  man  can  hear,. 
Loud  calls  my  foul,   and  ardor  wings  her  flight. 
I  find  my  infpiration  in  my  theme ; 
The  grandeur  of  my  fubjecb  is  my  mufe. 

At  midnight,  when  mankind  is  wrapt  in  peace, 
And  worldly  fancy  feeds  on  golden  dreams  ; 
To  give  more  dread  to  man's  moft  dreadful  hour^ 
At  midnight,  'tis  prefum'd,  this  pomp  will  burft 
J'rom  tenfold  darknefs  ;  fudden  as  the  fpark 
From  fmitten  iteel ; .  from  nitrous  grain,  the  blaze. 
Man,  ftarting  from  his  couch,  flnll  fleep  no  more.! 
The  day  is  broke,  which  never  more  lhall  clofe ! 
Above,  around,  bensath,  amazement  til! 
Terror  and  glory  join'd  in  their  extreme:  ! 
Our  G  O  D  in  grandeur,  a:..l  our  -sjirld  on  fire  ! 
All  nature  ftiuggling  in  the  pangs  of  death  1 
Doit  thou  not  hear  her?    D,oft  thou  not  deplore 
Her  ftrong  convjlfiops,  and  her  final  gioan? 
Where  are  w£  nciu?  Ah  nu  !  tin-  ground  is  gone, 
On  which  we  flood  ;    LOR.ENZO  !  while  thou  may 'it, 
Provide  more  firm  fupport,  or  fink  for  ever  ! 
Where  ?  how  ?  from  whence  ?  vain  hope  !  it  is  too  late ! 
Where,  where,  for  flicker,  fhall  the  guilty  fly, 
When  confirmation  turns  the  g ood man  pale  ? 

Great  day  !  for  which  all  other  days  wen:  made  ;. 
For  which  earth  rofe  from  chaos,  man  from  cxrt'a  ; 
And  an  eternity,  the  date  of  Gods, 
Defcended  on  poor  earth-crcated  man  ! 

Great 
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Great  day  of  dread,  deciiion,   and  defpaii  ! 

At  thought  of  thee  each  fublanary  wifh 

Lets  go  its  eager  grafp,  and  drops  the  world  ; 

And  catches  at  each  reed  of  hope  in  heaven. 

At  /  bought  cf  thee  ! — and  art  thou  abjcnt  then  ? 

LORENZO  !  no;  'us  here  ;  it  is  begun  ; — 

Already  is  begun  the  grand  uilize, 

In  thee,  in  all :  Deputed  confcience  fcales 

The  dread  tribunal,  and  forcftalls  our  doom; 

Forellalls  ;  and,  by  foreftalling,  proves  it  jure. 

Why  on  himfelf  lliould  man  owVjudgment  pafs  ? 

Is  idle  nature  laughing  at  ber  fons  ? 

Who  confcience  fent,  her  fentence  will  fupport, 

And  GOD  above  aflert  that  G  o  D  in  man. 

Thrice  happy  they  !  that  enter  new  the  court 
Heav'n  opens  in  their  boibms :    But,  how  rare, 
Ah  me  !  that  magnanimity,  how  rare  ! 
What  hero,  Jike  the  man  who  (lands  himfelf; 
Who  dares  to  meet  his  naked  heart  alone ; 
Who  hears,  intrepid,  the  full  charge  it  brings, 
Refolv'd  to  filence  future  murmurs  there  ? 
The  coward  flies  ;    and,  flying,  is  undone. 
(Art  thou  a  coward  ?   No  :)   The  coward  flies; 
Thinks,  but  thinks  flightly ;  a!ks,  but  fears  to  know, 
Afks,  "  What  is  truth?"  with  PILATE  ;  and  recites; 
Difiblves  the  court,  and  mingles  with  the  ihrong  ; 
Alylum  fad  !  from  reafon,  hope,  and  heav'n  ! 

Shall  ali,  but  man,  look  out  with  ardent  eye, 
For  that  great  day,  which  was  ordain'dyir  man? 
O  day  of  confumroation !  mark  fuprejne 
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(If  men  are  wife)  of  human  thought !  nor  leaft, 

Or  in  the  fight  of  angels,  or  their  KING! 

Angels,  whofe  radiant  circles,  height  o'er  height, 

Order  o'er  order,  rifing,  blaze  o'er  blaze, 

As  in  a  theatre,  furround  this  fcene, 

Intent  on  man,  and  anxious  for  his  fate. 

A  i  gels  look  out  for  thee ;  for  thee,  their  LOR  D, 

To  vindicate  his  glory  ;    and  for  tht-o, 

Creation  univerfal  calls  aloud, 

To  dif-involve  the  moral  world,  and  give 

To  nature's  renovation  brighter  charms. 

Shall  man  alone,  whofe  fate,  wKofe^&w/  fate, 
Hangs  on  that  hour,  exclude  it  from  his  thought? 

J  think  of  nothing  elfe-  j  I  fee  !   I  feel  it ! 

All  nature,  like  an  earthquake,   trembling  round  } 

All  Dtitifs,  like  fummer's  fwarms,  on  wing ! 

All  bafking  in  the  full  meridian  blaze  ! 

I  fee  the  JUDGE  iuthron'd  !  the  flaming  guard  ! 

The  volume  open'd  !   openM  ev'ry  heart ! 

A  fun -beam  pointing  out  each  ftcret  thought  I 

No  patron  !  intercefibr  none !  now  pall 

The  fwcet,  the  clement,  mediatorial  hour  ! 

Vor  guilt  no  plea  !  to  pain,  no  paufe  !  no  bound  ! 

Inexorable,  all !  and  all,  extreme  ! 

Nor  man  alone  ;    the  foe  of  GOD  and  man, 

From  his  dark  den,  blafpheming-,  drags  his  chain, 

And  rears  his  brazen  front,    with  thunder  fcarr'd  : 

Receives  his  fentence,  and  begins  his  hell. 

All  vengeance  fajl,  now;  fcems  abundant  grace  : 

liike  meteors  in  a  llormy  fky,  how  roll 

His 
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His  baleful  eyes !  he  curfes  whom  he  dreads ; 
And  deems  it  the  firH  moment  of  his  fall. 

'Tis  prefect  to  my  thought! — and  yet  where  is  it  r 
Angels  c;in't  tell  me  ;   angels  caanot  . 
The/mW;  from  c ,-eateJ  bei ngs  lock'*! 
In  daikntfs.     But  the^ro-.-.y/,  and  the  .//We-, 
.Are  lefs^  ohfeure  ;  fbr  theie  may  «?«//  enquire.      : 
Say,  thou  great  clofe  of  human  hopes  and  fears  ! 
Great  key  of  hearts !  great  fin iiher  of  fates  ! 
Great-end  !  and  gfeat  beginning  !  fiy,  Where  art  thoa? 
Art  thou  in  time,  or  in  eternity? 
Nor  in  eternity,  nor  ;/«*,  1  find  ihce. 
Thefe,  as -two  monarchs,  on  their  borders  meet, 
(Monarchs  of  all  elaps'd,  or  unarriv'd  !j 
As  in  debate,  how  beft  their  pow'rs  ally'd, 
May  Ave-ll  the  grandeur,  or  difcharge  the  wrath, 
Of  HI  M,  whom  both  their  monarchies  obey. 

Time,  this  ftft  fabric  for  him  built  (and  doom'd. 
With  him  to  fall)  noiv  burning  o'er  his  head^ 
His  lamp,  the  fun,  extir.guith'd  ;   from. beneath 
The  frown  of  hideous-  darknefs,  calls  his  fons 
From  their  long  {lumber;  from  earth's  heaving  womb, 
To  fecond  birth  !  contemporary  thiong  ! 
Rous'd  at  One  call,  upftarted  from  One  bed, 
Preft  in  One  croud,  appall'd  with  One  amaze, 
He  turns  them  o'er,   Eternity.!  ta^r. 
Then  (as  a  king  depos'd  difdains  to  live) 
He  falls  on  his  own  fcythe  ;  nor  falls  a/one ; 
His  greatefi.  foe  falls  with  him ;  Time,  and  he 
Who  zourder'd  all  time's  offspring,  Death,  expire. 

TIME 
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TIME  was !  ETERNITY  now  reigns  alone  1 
Aweful  Eternity  !  offended  queen  ! 
And  her  refentmtnt  to  mankind,  how  juft  ! 
With  kind  intent,  folliciting  accefs, 
How  often  has  fhe  knock'd  at  human  hearts  ! 
Rich  to  repay  their  hofpitality, 
How  often  call'd  !  and  with  the  voice  of  GOD  I 
Yet  bore  repulfe,  excluded  as  a  cheat ! 
A  dream  !  while  fouled  foes  found  welcome  there  ! 
A  dream,  a  cheat,  now,  all  things,  but  ber  fmile. 

For,  lo !   her  twice  ten  thoufand  gates  thrown  wide, 
As  thrice  from  Indus  to  the  frozen  pole, 
With  banners  rtreaming  as  the  comet's  blaze, 
And  clarions,  louder  than  the  deep  in  florms, 
Sonorous  as  immortal  breath  can  blow, 
Pour  forth  their  myriads,  potentates,  and  powers, 
Of  light,  of  darknefs ;  in  a  middle  field, 
Wide,  as  creation  !   populous,  as  wide  ! 
A  neutral  region  !  there  to  mark  th'  event 
Of  that  great  drama,   \vhofc  preceding  fcenes 
Detain'd  them  clofe  fpeclators,  through  a  length 
Of  ages,  rip'ning  to  this  grand  refolt  ; 
Ages,  as  yet  unnumbcr'd,  but  by  GOD  ; 
Who  now,  pronouncing  fentence,   vindicates 
The  rights  of  virtue,  and  his  own  renown. 

ETERNITY,  the  various  fentence  part, 
Afligns  the  fever'd  throng  dirtincl  abodes, 
Sulphureous,  or  ambroftal :  What  enfues  ? 
The  deed  predominant !  the  deed  of  deeds  ! 
Which  makes  a  hell  of  hell,  a  heav'n  of  heav'n. 

The 
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The  Goddefs,   with  determin'd  afpect,  turns 

Her  adamantine  key's  enormous  fize 

Through  deitiny's  inextricable  wards, 

Deep  driving  ev'ry  bolt,  on  both  their  fates. 

Then,  from  the  cryital  battlements  of  heaven, 

Down,  down,  fhe  hurls  it  through  the  dark  profound, 

Ten  thoufand  thoufand  fathom ;  there  to  ruft, 

And  ne'er  unlock  her  refolution  more. 

The  deep  refojnds,  and  hell,  through  all  her  glooms, 

Returns,  in  groans,  the  melancholy  roar. 

O  how  unlike  the  chorus  of  the  fkies  ! 
O  how  unlike  thofe  fhouts  of  joy,  that  make 
The  whole  ethereal !  how  the  concave  rins;s  ! 
Nor  itrange  !  when  deities  their  voice  exalt  ; 
And  louder  far,  than  when  creation  rofe, 
To  fee  creation'*  godlike  aim,  and  end, 
So  well  accornplim'd  !  fo  divinely  clos'd  ! 
To  fee  the  mighty  dramatics  laft  aft 
(As  meet)  in  glory  rifmg  o'er  the  re  it. 
No  fancy'd  GO-D,  a  G  OD,  indeed*  defcends, 
To  folve  all  knois ;  to  ftrike  the  moral  home  ; 
To  throw  full  day  on  darkeil  icsnes  of  time  ; 
To  clear,  commend,  exalt,  and  crown  the  whole. 
Hence,  in  one  peal  of  loud,  eternal  praife, 
The  charm'd  fpeclators  thunder  their  applaufe  j 
And  the  vaft  void  beyond,  applaufe  refounds. 

WHAT  THEN   AM  I? — 

Amidft  applauding  worlds, 
And  worlds  celeftial,  is  there  fou.,d  on  earth, 
A  peevifh,  diffonant,  rebellious  firing, 
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Which  jars  in  the  grand  chorus,  and  complains  ? 

Ccnj'ure  on  tbee,  LORENZO  !   1  fufnend, 

And  turn  it  on  myfe'f;  how  grea*ily  due ! 

All,  all  is  right ;  by  GOD-  ord'ain'd  or  done  ; 

And  w.ho/but  GOD,  refumTd  the  friends  He  gave? 

And  have  I  been  complaining,  then,  fo  io:!g  ? 

Complaitiing  of  hisfavcters  ;  pain,  and  dtatk  ? 

Who,  without /tf*Vs  advice,  would  e'er  be  good  ? 

Who,  without  death y  but  would  be  good  in  vain  ? 

Pain  is  to  favc  from  pain  ~r  all  puniffiraent, 

To  make  for  peace  ;;  and  death  to  fave  from  dmth ; 

And  fecond  death,  to  guard  immortal  life; 

To  roufe  the  care] efs,  the  prel~umptuou;.  ;:v>c. 

And  turn  the  tide  of  fouls  another  way  ; 

By  the  fame  tendernefs  divine  ordain'd, 

That  planted  Eden,  and  high-bloom'd  for  man, 

A  fairer  Eden,  endlefs,  in  the  flues. 

Heav'n  gives  us  friends  to  blefs  the  fnfent  fcenc  ;. 
Refumes  them,  to  prepare  us  for  the  next. 
All  evils  natural  are  mural  goods  ; 
All  Difcipline,  indulgence,  or.  the  whole. 
None  are  unhappy  :  all  have  caufe  to  fmile, 
But  fuch  as  to  themfelves  that  caofe  deny. 
Oar  faults  are  at  the  bottom  of  our  pains ; , 
Error,  in  «#j,  or  judgment ',  is  the  fcu-rce 
Of  endlefs  fighs:  We_yfw,  or  wc.mijlake~,. 
And  nature  tax,  when  falfec//w/c«  ftirigs. 
Let  impious  grief  be  banifh'd,  joy  indulg'd  ; 
But  chiefly  then,  when  grief  puts  in  her  claim.. 
Joy  from  \hejoytus,  frequently  betrays, 

Oft 
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Oft  lives  in  vanity,  and  dies  in  woe- 
Joy,  amidft//fr,  corroborates,  exalts ; 
'Tis  joy  and  conqueft  ;  joy,  and  virtue  too. 
A  noble  fortitude  in  Hit,  delights 
Ileav'n,  earth,  ourfelves ;   'tis  duty,  glory,  peace. 
Affliflion  is  the  good  man's  Chining  fcene  ; 
Prosperity  conceals  his  brighteft  ray ; 
As  night  to  ftars,  nvoe  luftre  gives  to  maa. 
Heroes  in  battle,  pilots  in  the  ftorm,. 
And  virtue  in  calamities,  admire. 
The  crown  of  manhood  is  a  winter-joy  ; 
An  evergreen,  that  Hands  the  Northern  blaft, 
And  bio/Toms  in  the  rigour  of  our  fate. 

'Tis  a  prime  part  of  happinefc,  to  know 
How  much  unhappinefs  muji  prove  our  lot ; 
A  part  which  few  pofiefs  !   I'll  pay  life's  tax, 
Without  one  rebel  murmur,  from  this  hour, 
Nor  think  it  mifery  to  be  a  man ; 
Who  thinks  //  /'/,  mall  never  be  a  God. 
Some  ills  we  wifh  for,  when  we  wifh  to  live. 

What  fpoktfrouJpafien  ?—"  *  Wifh  my  being  loft  P* 
Prefumptuous !  blafphemous  I  abfurd !  and  falfe ! 
The  triumph  of  my  foul  is, — That  I  am  ; 
And  therefore  that  I  may  \>t—wbat?  LORENZO  ! 
Look  inward,  and  look  deep ;  and  deeper  ftill; 
Unfathomabiy  deep  our  treafure  runs 
In  golden  veins,  through  all  eternity  !. 
Ages,  and  ages,  and  fucceeding  ftill 
New  ages,  ivbert  the  phantom  of  an  hour, 
*  Referring  to  the  firft  ni-ht. 

Which, 
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Which  courts,  each  night,  dull  ilumber,  for  repair, 

Shall  wake,  and  wonder,  and  exult,  and  praife, 

And  fly  through  infinite,  and  all  unlock  ; 

And  (if  deferv'd)  by  heav'n's  redundant  love, 

Made  half-adorable  itfelf,  adore  ; 

And  find,  in  adoration,  endlefs  joy  ! 

Where  thou,  not  mailer  of  a  moment  here, 

Frail  as  the  flow'r,  and  fleeting  as  the  gale, 

May'lt  boaft  a  nubble  eternity,  enrich'd 

With  all  a  kind  Omnipotence  can  pour. 

Since  ADAM  fell,  no  mortal,  uninfpir'd, 

Has  ever  yet  conceiv'd,  or  ever  mail, 

How  kind  is  G  OD,  how  great  (if  good)  is  MAN, 

No  man  too  largely  from  heav'n's  love  can  hope, 

If  what  is  bop'd  he  labours  tofecure. 

Ills  ? — there  are  none :  All-gracious  !  none  from  thee  J 
From  man  full  many  !   num'rous  is  {he  race 
Of  blacked  ills,  and  thofe  immortal  too, 
Begot  by  madnefs  on  fair  liberty  ; 
Heav'n's  daughter,  hell-debauch'd  !   ler  hand  alone 
Unlocks  deftru&ion  to  the  fons  of  men, 
Firft  barr'd  by  thine  :  high-wall'd  with  adamant, 
Guarded  with  terrors  reaching  to  this  world, 
And  cover'd  with  the  thunders  of  thy  law  ; 
Whofe  threats  are  mercies,  whofe  injunctions,  gvidcst 
AffifHng,  notreftraining,  reafon's  choice  ; 
Whofe  fandlions,  unavoidable  refults 
From  nature's  courfe,  indulgently  reveal'd  ; 
If  unreveal'd,  more  dang'rous,  nor  lefs  fure. 
Thus,  an  indulgent  father  warns  his  fons, 

"  Do 
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"  Do  this  ;  fly  that"' — nor  always  tells  the  caufe  ; 
Pleas'd  to  levvard,  as  duty  to  his  will, 
A  conduct  needful  to  their  own  repofe. 

Great  GOD  of  wonders  !  (if,  thy  love  furvey'd, 
Aught  elfe  the  name  of  wonderful  retains) 
What  rocks  are  thefe,  on  which  to  build  our  truftl 
Thy  ways  admit  no  blemiih  j   none  I  find  ; 
Or  this  alone — "  That  none  is  to  be  found*" 
Not  one,  to  foften  cenfuris  hardy  crime  ; 
Not  one,  to  palliate  peevifh  grief's  COMPLAINT, 
Who  like  a  daemon,  murm'ring  from  the  dull, 
Dares  into  judgment  call  her  Judge.— SUPREME  ! 
For  all  I  blefs  thee  ;   moft,  .for  the  fever  i ; 
*  Her  death — my  own  at  "hand— the  fiery  gulph, 
That  flaming  bound  of  Wrath  omnipotent ! 
It  thunders  j — but  it  thunders  to  preferve  ; 
It  flrengthens  what  it  ftrikes  ;  its  wholibme  dread 
Averts  the  dreaded  pain';    its  hideous  groans 
Join  heav'n's  fweet  hallelujahs  in  thy  praii'e, 
Great  Source  of  good  alone!  how  kind  in  all ! 
In  vengeance  kind  !  fain,  death,  gehtuna,  SAVE, 

Thus,  in  thy  world  material,  Mighty  Mimt  / 
Not  that  alone  which  Jllaces,  zadjbiaes, 
The  rough  ;ind  gloomy,  challenges  our  praife. 
The  winter  is  as  needful  as  ihejpring  ; 
The  thunder,  as  the  fun  ;   aftagnate  mafs 
Of  vapours  breeds  a  pcililential  air: 
Nor  more  propitious  the  Fa-vonian  breeze 
To  nature's  health,  than  purifying  Itorms  ; 
The  dread  Polcaeo  miniilers  to  good. 
*  LUCIA. 

Its 
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Its  fmother'd  flames  might  undermine  the  world. 
Loud  j£tnai  fulminate  in  love  to  man  ; 
Comets  good  omens  are,  when  duly  fcann'd  j 
And,  in  their  ufe,  edipfes-  learn  to  fhine. 

Man  is  refponfible  for  ills  receiv'd ; 
Thofe  we  call  ivrttcbeJ  are  a  chofen  band,     • 
Compell'd  to  refuge  in  the  ri?ktt  for  peace. 
Amid  my  lilt  of  bleffings  infinite, 
Stand  this  the  foremoit,  "  That  my  heart  has  bled.'* 
'Tis  heavVs  laft  effort  of  good-will  to  man- ; 
.  When/ata  can't  blefs,  heav'n  quits  us  in  defpair. 
Who  fails  to  grieve,  when  jult  occafion  calls, 
Or  grieves  too  much,  deferves  not  to  be  bleft  ; 
Inhuman,  or  effeminate,  his  heart; 
Rcafcn  abfolves  the  grief,  which  reafon  end  J. 
May  heav'n  ne'er  truft  my  friend  with  happinefs^ 
Till  it  has  taught  him  how  to  bear  it  well, 
By  previous  pain  ;  and  made  it/afe  to/mi!e  ! 
Such  fmiles  are  mine,  andfucb  may  they  remain  ; 
Nor  hazard  their  extinction,  from  excefs. 
My  change  of  heart  a  change  offyle  demands  ; 
The  CONSOLATION  cancels  the  COMP:,AINT, 
And  makes  a  convert  of  my  guilty  fong. 

As  when  o'er-labour'd,  and  iticlin'd  to  breathe, 
A  panting  traveller,  fbme  rifing  ground, 
Some  fmall  afcetu,  has  gain'd,  he  turns  him  round, 
And  meafures  with  his  eye  the  various  vales, 
The  fields,  woods,  meads,  and  rivers,  he  has  pad  ; 
And,  fatiate  of  his  journey,  thinks  of  home, 
Ecdear'dby  diftauce,  nor  affefts  more  toil ; 

Thus 
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Thus  I,  though  fmall,  indeed,  is  that  afcent 
The  mufe  has  gain'd,  review  the  paths  {he  trod  ; 
Various,  extenfive,  beaten  but  by  view  ; 
And,  confcious  of  her  prudence  in  repofe, 
Paufe  ;  and  with  pleafure  meditate  an  end, 
Though  ftili  remote  ;    fo  fruitful  is  my  theme. 
Through  many  a  field  of  moral,  and  di--viney 
The  mufe  has  itray'd  ;  and  much  of  farrow  feen 
In  human  ways  ;  and  much  offat/e  and  vain  ; 
Which  none,  who  travel  this  bad  road,  can  mifs. 
O'er  friends  deceat'd  full  heartily  me  wept ; 
Of /we  divine  the  wonders  me  difplay'd  j 
Prov'd  man  immortal ;   fhew'd  the  four ce  of  joy  ; 
The  grand  tribunal  rais'd  ;    affign'd  the  bounds 
Of  human  grief  :    In  few,  to  clofe  the  whole, 
The. moral  mufe  has  lhadow'd  out  a  (ketch, 
Though  not  in  form,  nor  with  aRAPHAEL-flroke, 
Of  mojt  our  weakm-fs  needs  believe^  or  dot 
In  this  our  land  of  travel,  and  of  hope, 
For  peace  on  earth,  or  profpcft  of  the^-zV/. 

What  then  remains  ?  much !  much !    a  mighty  debt 
To  be  difcharg'd  :    Thefe  thoughts,   O  NIGHT  1  are 

thine  ; 

From  thee  they  came,  like  lovers'  fecret  fighs, 
While  others  flept.     So,  CVNTHIA  (poets  feign) 
In  ftiadows  veil'd,  foft-fliding  from  her  fphere, 
Her  fliepherd  chear'd  ;  of  her  enamour'd  lefs, 
Than  I  of  thee. — And  art  thou  ftill  unfung, 
Beneath  whofe  brow,  and  by  whofe  aid,  I  flng  ? 
Immoral  filence  !   where  mail  I  begin  ? 

Where 
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Where  end  ?   or  how  fteal  mufic  from  the  fpheres, 
To  Tooth  taeir  goddefs  ? 

O  majeftic  NIGHT! 

Nature's  great  anceftor  !   day's  elder-born  ! 
And  fated  to  furvive  the  tranfient  fun  ! 
By  mortals,  and  immortals,  feen  with  awe  ! 
A  ftarry  crown  thy  raven  brow  adorns, 
An  azure  zone  thy  waift ;    clouds,  in  heav'n's  loom 
Wrought  through  varieties  of  lh?.pe  and  fliade, 
In  ample  folds  of  drapery  divine, 
Thy  flowing  mantle  form  ;    and,  heav'n  throughout, 
Voluminously  pour  thy  pompous  train. 
Thy  gloomy  grandeurs  (nature's  mod  auguft, 
Infpiring  afpeft  !)  claim  a  grateful  \ 
And,  like  a  fable  curtain  ftarr'd  with  -gold, 
DiMwn  o'er  my  labours  paft,  (hall  clofe  the  fcene. 

And  what,  O  man  !   fo  worthy  to  be  ftnig  ? 
What  more  prepares  us  for  the  fongs  of  heaven  ? 
Creation,  of  archangels  is  the  theme  ! 
What,  to  befung,  fo  needful?  What  fo  well 
Celeitial  joys  prepare  us  to  fuftain  ? 
The  foul  of  man, -HIS  face  d?%n'd  to  fee, 
Who  gave  thefe  wonders  to  be  feen  by  man, 
Has  here  a  previous  fcene  of  objeels  great, 
Ofc  which  to  dwell ;  to  ftretch  to  that  expanfe 
Of  thought,  to  rife  to  that  exalted  height 
Of  admiration,  to  contract  that  awe, 
And  give  her  whole  capacities  that  ftrength, 
Which  belt  may  qualify  for  final  joy. 
The  more  our  fpirits  are  inlarg'd  on  earth, 
The  deeper  draught  fhall  they  receive  of  heaven. 

Heav'n's 


THE    CONSOLATION.  23 

Heav'n's  KING  !  whofe  face  unveil'dconfummates 
bliis ; 

Redundant  blifs !   which  fills  that  mighty  void, 

The  whole  creation  leaves  in  human  hearts  ! 

THOU,  who  didit  touch  the  lip  of  JESSE'S  fon, 

Rapt  in  fweet  contemplation  of  thefe  fires, 

And  fet  his  harp  in  concert  with  the  fpheres  ; 

While  of  thy  works  materialise  Supreme 

I  dare  attempt,  aflilc  my  daring  fong. 

Loofe  me  from  earth's  inclofure,  from  the _/»«'$ 

Contracted  circle  fet  my  heart  at  large  ; 

Eliminate  my  fpirit,  give  it  range 

Through  provinces  of  thought  yet  unexplor'd  ; 

Teach  me,  by  this  flupendous  fcaffolding, 

Creation's  golden  fteps,  to  climb  to  THEE. 

Teach  me  with  art  great  nature  to  controul, 

And  fprea.L  a  luitre  o'er  the  (hades  of  night. 

Feel  I  thy  kind  aflent  ?    and  mall  the>« 

Be  feen  at  midnight,  rifing  in  my  fong  ? 

LORENZO  !  come,  and  warm  thee  :  thou,  whofe  heart, 

Whofe  little  heart,  is   moor'd  within  a  nook 

Of  this  obfcure  terreftrial,  anchor  weigh. 

Another  ocean  calls,  a  nobler  port ; 

1  am  thy  pilot,  I  thy  profp'rous  gale. 

Gainful  thy  voyage  through  yon  azure  main ; 

Main,  without  temped,  pirate,  rock,  or  fhore  ; 

And  whence  thou  may'ft  import  eternal  wealth  ; 

And  leave  to  beggar1  d  minds  the  pearl  and  gold. 

Thy  travels  doft  thou  boaft  o'er  foreign  realms  ? 

Thou  ftranger  to  the  world  !  thy  tour  tegia', 

Thy  tour  through  nature's  univerfal  orb. 

Naturt 
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Nature  delineates  her  whole  chart  at  large, 

On  foaring  fouls,  that  fail  among  the  fpheres; 

And  man  how  purblind,  if  unknown  the  whole  ! 

Who  circles  fpacious  earthy  then  travels  here, 

Shall  own,  he  never  was  from  home  before  ! 

Come,  my  *  PROMETHEUS,  from  thy  pointed  rock 

Gifalfe  ambition  ifunchain'd,  we'll  mount; 

We'll,  innocently,  fleal  celeftial  fire, 

And  kindle  our  devotion  at  the/a/v  ; 

A  theft,  that  (hall  not  chain,  but  fet  thee  free. 

Above  our  atmofphere's  inteftine  wars, 
Rain's  fountain-head,  the  magazine  of  hail; 
Above  the  northern  nefts  of  feather'd  fnows, 
The  brew  of  thunders,  and  the  flaming  forge 
That  forms  the  crooked  lightning  ;   'bove  the  caves 
Where  infant  tern  pefls  wait  their  growing  wings, 
And  tune  their  tender  voices  to  that  roar, 
Which  foon,  perhaps,  (hall  make  a  guilty  world  ; 
Above  mifccnftru'd  omens  of  the  fky, 
Far-travell'd  comets'  calculated  blaze  ; 
Elance  thy  thought,  and  think  of  more  than  man. 
Thy  foul,  till  now,  contracted,  wither'd,  flirunk, 
Blighted  by  blafts  of  earth's  unwriolfomeair, 
Will  liloilbm  here  ;  fpread  all  her  faculties 
To  thefe  bright  ardours  ;   ev'ry  pow'r  unfold, 
And  rife  intofublimities  of  thought. 
Stars  teach,  as  well  asyfc/'«.      At  nature's  birth, 
fhus  tketr  commiflion  ran  —  "  Be  kind 


N.felit  the  Eighth, 

Where 
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Where  art  thou,  poor  benighted  traveller! 
The  Stars  will  light  thee  ;  though  the  Moon  fhould  fail. 
Where  art  thou,  more  benighted  !   more  aftray  ! 
In  ways  immoral  ?   The  Siars  call  thee  back ; 
And,  ifobey'd  their  counfel,  fet  thee  right. 

This  profpedl  vaft,  what  is  it  ? — Weigh'd  aright, 
'Tis  nature's  fyftem  of  divinity, 
And  ev'ry  ftudent  of  the  Night  infpires. 
'Tis  elder  Scripture,  writ  by  GOD's  own  hand: 
Scripture  authentic  !   uncorrupt  by  man. 
LORENZO  !   with  my  Radius  (the  rich  gift 
Of  thought  nofturnal !)  I'll  point  out  to-  thee 
Its  various  leflbns  ;   fome  that  may  furprife 
An  un-adept  in  myfteries  of  NIGHT  ; 
Little,  perhaps,  expected  in  her  fchool, 
Nor  thought  to  grow  on  planet,  or  on  £ar. 
Bulls,  lions,  fcorpions,  monfters  here  we  feign  ; 
Ourfelves  more  monftrous,  not  to  fee  what  here 
Exills  indeed; — a  ledlure  to  mankind. 

What  read  we  here  />— Th*  exifler.ce  of  a  GOD  ? 
Yes  ;   and  of  other  beings,  man  above  ; 
Natives  of  ,Etker  !   Sons  of  higher  climes  ! 
And,  what  may  move  LORENZO'S  wonder  more, 
ETERNITY  is  written  in  the  Cues. 
And  whofe  eternity  ? — LORENZO  !  Thine '; 
Mankind's  eternity.     Nor  FAITH  alone, 
VIRTUE  grows  here  ;  here  fprings  the  fov'reign  cure, 
Of  almoft  ev'ry  vice  ;   but  chiefly  Thine ; 
Wrath,  Pride,   Ambition,  and  impure  Dejire. 

LORENZO  !  Thou  canft  wake  at  midnight  too, 
VOL.  IV.  C  Though 
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Though  not  on  Mcrat's  bent:  Ambit 'ion,  Pleafure! 
Thofe  tyrants  I  for  Thee  fo  *  lately  fought, 
.Afford  their  harrafs'd  flaves  but  flender  reih 
Thou,  to  whom  midnight  is  immoral  noon, 
And  the  fun's  noon-tide  blaze,  prime  dawn  of  day; 
..Not  by  thy  climate,  but  capricious  crime, 
Commencing  one  of  our  Antipodes! 
In  thy  nodlurnal  rove,  one  moment  halt, 
*Twixt  ftage  and  ftage,  of  riot,  and  cabal ; 
And  lift  thine  eye,  (if  bold  an  eye  to  lift, 
If  bold  to  meet  the  face  of  injui'd  heav'n) 
To  yonder  ftars  :   For  other  ends  they  fliine, 
Than  to  light  revellers  from  (hame  to  fliame, 
And,  thus,  be  made  accomplices  in  guilt. 

Why  from  yon  arch,   that  infinite  of  fpace, 
With  infinite  of  lucid  orbs  replete, 
Which  fet  the  living  firmament  on  fire, 
At  the  firft  glance,  in  fuch  an  overwhelm 
Of  wonderful,  on  man's  aftonifh'd  fight, 
Rufhes  OMNIPOTENCE  ? — To  curb  our  Pride', 
Our  Reafon  roufe,  and  lead  it  to  that  Power, 
Whofe  love  lets  down  thefe  filver  chains  of  light; 
To  draw  up  man's  Ambition  to  Him  ft  If, 
And  bind  our  cbajie  Jffeaioni  to  His  throne. 
Thus  the  three  virtues,  lead  alive  on  earth, 
And  welcom'd  on  heav'n's  coaft  with  moft  applaufe, 
An  Humble,  Pure,  and  Hcei'-Snly-minded  heart, 
Are  here  infpir'd: — And  canft  thou  gaze  too  long  ? 
Nor  Hands  thy  Wrath  depriv'd  of  its  reproof, 

*  N-gbt  tbc  eight)*. 

Or 
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Or  un -upbraided  by  this  radiant  choir. 
The  planets  of  each  fyftem  reprefent 
Kind  neighbours  ;  mutual  amity  prevails  ; 
Sweet  interchange  of  rays,  receiv'd,  return'd  ; 
Enlight'ning,  and  enlighten'd  !   All,  at  once, 
Attracting,  and  attracted  !    Patriot  like, 
None  fins  againit  the  welfare  of  the  whole  ; 
But  their  reciprocal,   unfelf.fh  aid, 
Affords  an  emblem  of  Millennial  love. 
Nothing  in  nature,  much  lefs  ctnfdoui  being, 
Was  e'er  created  folely  for  Itfelf : 

Thus  man  hisyoi/Vv/g-a  duty  learns  in  this 

Material  picture  of  benevolence. 

And  know,  of  all  our  fupercilious  race, 

Thou  moft  inflammable !    Thou  wafp  of  men  ! 

Man's  angry  heart,  mfytfytcif  would  be  found 

As  rightly  fct,  as  are  the  Harry  fpheres ; 

'Tia  Nature's  ftru&ure,  broke  by  ftubborn  WH1t 

Breeds  all  that  un-celeftial  difcord  there. 

Wilt  thou  not  feel  the  bias  Nature  gave  ? 

Canft  thou  defcend  from  couverfe  with  the  ikies, 

And  feize  thy  brother's  throat  ? — For  what — a  Clod* 

An  inch  of  Earth  f    The  Planets  cry,  "  Forbear,'* 

They  chafe  our  double  darknefs ;  Natures  gloom, 

And  (kinder  ftill!)  our  intellettual  night. 
And  fee,  Day's  amiable  filler  fends 

Her  invitation,  in  the  fofteft  rays 

Of  mitigated  luftre ;  courts  thy  fight, 

Which  fuffers  from  her  tyrant-brother's  blaze. 

Night  grants  thee  the  full  freedom  of  the  feies, 

C  2  N»r 
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Nor  rudely  reprimands  thy  lifted  eye  ; 
With  Gain,  and  Joy,  file  bribes  thee  to  be  wife. 
Xigbt  opes  the  nobleft  fcenes,  and  Iheds  an  awe, 
Which  gives  thofe  venerable  fcenes  full  weight, 
And  deep  reception,  in  th'  intender'd  heart  ; 
While  light  peeps  through  the  darknefs,  like  a  fpy  ; 
And  darknefs  (hews  its  granueur  by  the  light. 
Nor  is  the  Profit  greater  than  the  Jcy, 
Jf  human  hearts  ;  t  glorious  objects  glow, 
And  admiration  can  infpirc  delight. 

What  fpeak  I  more,  than  I,  This  moment,  feel  ? 
With  pleafing  ftupor  firfl  the  foul  is  ftruck 
(Stupor  ordain fd  to  make  her  truly  wife!)  : 
Then  into  tranfport  flatting  from  her  trance, 
With  love,  and  admiration,  how  ihe  glows  ! 
This  gorgeous  apparatus  1  This  difplay  ! 
This  oftentation  of  creative  power  ! 
This  theatre  ! — what  eye  can  take  it  in  ? 
By  what  divine  enchantment  was  it  rais'd, 
For  minds  of  the  firft  magnitude  to  launch 
In  cndlefs  fpeculation,  and  adore  ? 
One  fun  by  day,   by  night  Ten  tboufand  fliine  ; 
And  light  us  deep  into  the  DEITY; 
How  boundlefs  in  magnificence  and  might ! 
O  what  a  confluence  of  ethereal  fires, 
Form  urns  un  number'd,  down  the  deep  of  heav'n, 
Ttr<  ams  to  a  point,  and  centres  in  my  fight  ! 
Nor  tarries  there  ;   I  feel  it  at  my  Heart. 
My  heart,  at  once,  it  humbles,  and  exalts ; 
Lays  it  in  duft,  and  calls  it  to  the  ikies. 

Who 
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Who  fees  it  unexaltcd  ?  or  unaw'd  ? 

Who  le^s  it,   and  can  Hop  at  what  is  feen  ? 

Material  offspring  of  OMNIPOTENCE  ! 

Inanimate,  All-animating  birth  f. 

Work  worthy  Him  who  made  it !   Worthy  praife  ! 

All  praife  !   praife  more  than  human  !    nor  ileny'd 

Thy  praife  Divine.' — But  tho'  man,  diown'd  in  fleep, 

With-holds  hi&  homage,  not  alone  \  wake  ; 

Bright  legions  fwarm  unfeen,  and  ling,  unheard 

By  mortal  ear,    the  glorious  Architect, 

In  This  His  univerfal  temple  hung 

With  luftres,  with  innumerable  light--, 

That  fhed  religion  on  the  foul  j   at  once, 

The  Temple,   and. the  Prevcucr  /    O  how  ioi.d 

It  calls  devotion  !  genuine  growth  or  Right  / 

Devotion  !   daughter  of  aftronorny  ! 
Amtnde'vrjut  aftronomer  is  mad. 
True ;  All  things  fpeak  a  GOD  ;  but  in  the  fraall, 
Men  trace  out  Him  ;   in  great,    He  feizes  man  j 
Seizes,  and  elevates,  and  wraps,  and  fills 
With  new  inquiries,  'mid  aflbciates  new. 
Tell  me,  ye  ftars  !  ye  planets  !   tell  me,  all 
Ye  ftarr'd,   and  planeted,  inhabitants !  What  is  it  ? 
What  are  thefe  fons  of  wonder  ?   Say,  proud  arch, 
(Within  whofe  azure  palaces  they  dwell) 
Built  with  divine  ambition  !  in  difdain 
Of  limit  built !  built  in  the  tafte  of  heaven  ! 
Vaft  concave  !   ample  dome  !  waft  thou  defign'd 
A  meet  apartment  for  the  DEITY  ? — 
Not  fo ;  That  thought  alone  thy  ftate  impairs, 

C  3  Thy 
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Thy  Lofty  finks,    and  ihallows  thy  Profound, 
And  ftreightens  thy  Dijfufi--ve ;  dwarfs  the  whole, 
And  makes  an  univerfe  an  Orrery. 

But  when  I  drop  mine  eye,  and  look  on  man, 
Thy  right  regain'd,  thy  grandeur  is  reftor'd, 
O  Nature  !  wide  flies  off  th' expanding  round. 
As  when  whole  magazines,  at  once,  are  fir'd, 
The  fmitten  air  is  hollow'd  by  the  blow  ; 
The  vaft  difplofion  diflipates  the  clouds ; 
Shock'd  aether's  billows  dafh  the  diftant  f«ie»  ; 
Thus  (but  far  more)   th"  expanding  round  flies  off, 
And  leaves  a  mighty  void,  a  fpacious  womb, 
Might  teem  with  new  creation  ;  re-inflam'd 
Thy  luminaries  triumph,  and  aflame 
Divii.ity  themfelves.     Nor  was  it  ftrange, 
Matter  high-wrought  to  fuch  furprifing  pomp, 
Such  godlike  glory,  ftole  the  ftyle  of  gods, 
From  ages  dark,  obtufe,  and  fteep'd  in  Senfe\ 
For,  fure,  to  Senfe,  they  truly  are  divine, 
And  half-abfolv'd  idolatry  from  guilt ; 
Nay,  turn'd  it  into  virtue.     Such  it  luat 
In  thofe,  who  put  forth  all  they  had  of  Man 
Unloft,  to  lift  their  thought,  nor  mounted  higher; 
But,  weak  of  wing,  on  planets  perch'd;  and  thought 
What  was  their  higheft,  muft  be  their  ador'd. 

But  They  how  nveak,  who  could  no  higher  mount  ? 
And  are  there,  then,  LORENZO!  Thofe,  to  whom 
Unfeen,  and  Unexifient,  are  the  Same? 
And  if  Incompiehenfible  is  join'd, 
Who  dare  prononnce  it  madnefs,  whlievf? 

Why 
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Why  has  the  mighty  BUILDER  thrown  afide 

All  mcafure  in  His  work ;   ftretch'd  out  His  line 

So  far,  and  fpread  amazement  o'er  the  whole  ? 

Then  (as  He  took  delight  in  wide  extremes/, 

Deep  in  the  bofom  of  His  univerfe, 

Dropt  down  that  reasoning  mite,   that  infeft,  Man, 

To  crawl,  and  gaze,  and  wonder  at  the  fcene  ?  •— — 

That  man  might  ne'er  prefume  to  plead  amazement 

For  difbelief  of  wonders  in  Him/elf. 

Shall  GOD  be  lefs  miraculous,  than  what 

His  hand  has  form'd  ?   Shall  Myfteries  defcend 

From  Un-myjierious  ?   Things  more  Elevate, 

Be  more  familiar  ?   Uncreated  lie 

More  obvious  than  Created,  to  the  grafp 

Of  human  thought  ?   The  more  of  Wonderful 

Is  heard  in  Him,   the  more  we  mould  aflent. 

Could  we  conceive  Him,   GOD  He  could  not  be  j 

Or  He  not  GOD,   or  ive  could  not  be  Men. 

A  GOD  alone  can  comprehend  a  GOD  ; 

Man's  diftance  how  immenfe  !   Onfuc/j  a  theme, 

Know  This,  LORENZO  1  (feem  it  ne'er  fo  ftrange) 

Nothing  cun/atis/),  but  what  confounds ; 

Nothing,  but  what  ajlonijhts,  is  true. 

The  fcene  thou  feell,   attefts  the  truth  I  fmg. 

And  ev'ry  ftar  fheds  light  upon  thy  creed. 

Thefe  flars,  this  furniture,  this  coft  of  heaven, 

If  but  reported,  thou  hadft  ne'er  believ'd ; 

But  thine  Eye  tells  thce,  the  Romance  is  true. 

The  grarvd  of  nature  is  th'  Almighty's  oath, 

In  Rea/on's  court,  to  filence  Unbelief. 

C  How 
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How  my  mind,  op'ning  at  this  fcene,  imbibes 
The  moral  emanations  of  the  flues, 
While  nought,  perhaps,  LORENZO  lefi  admires  ! 
Has  the  Great  Sov'reign  fent  ten  thoufand  worlds 
To  tell  us,  He  refidcs  above  them  All, 
In  glory's  unapproachable  recefs  ? 
And  dare  Earth's  bold  inhabitants  deny 
The  fumptuous,  the  magnific  embafly 
A  moment's  audience  ?  Turn  we,  nor  will  hear 
From  whom  they  come,  or  what  they  would  impart 
For  man's  emolument;    fole  caufe  that  (loops 
Their  grandeur  to  man's  eye  ?  LORENZO  !  roufe; 
Let  thought,  awaken'd,  take  the  lightning's  wing, 
And  glance  from  eaft  to  weft,  from  pole  to  pole. 
Who  lees,  but  is  confounded,  or  convinc'd? 
Renounces  Reafon,  or  a  GOD  adores  ? 
Mankind  was  fent  into  the  world  to  fee: 
Sight  gives  the  fcience  needful  to  their  peace  ; 
That  obvious  fcience  zQisfmall  learning's  aid. 
Wouldft  thou  on  metaphyfic  pinions  foar  ? 
Or  wound  thy  patience  amid  logic  thorns  ? 
Or  travel  hiftory's  enormous  round  ? 
Nature  no  fuch  hard  taf*.  injoins :  She  gave 
A  make  to  man  directive  of  his  thought ; 
A  make  fet  upright,  pointing  to  the  ftars, 
As  who  fhall  fay,  "  Read  thy  chief  leflbn  there.'* 
Too  late  to  read  this  manufcript  of  heaven, 
When,  like  a  parchment-fcroll,  (hiunk  up  by  flames, 
It  folds  LORENZO'S  le/Ton  from  his  fight. 

Leffon  how  vaiiotis !   Not  the  GOD  alone, 

I  fee 
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I  fee  His  Minijfers ;  I  lee,  diffus'd 

In  radiant  orders,  effonces  fublime, 

Of  various  offices,  of  various  plume, 

In  heav'nly  liveries,  diftinftly  elad, 

Azure,  green,  purple,  pearl,   or  downy  gold, 

Or  all  commix'd  ;  they  ftand,  with  wings  outfpread, 

Lilt'ning  to  catch  the  Matter's  leaft  command, 

And  fly  through  Nature,  ere  the  moment  ends ; 

Numbers  ^enumerable  !— Well  conceiv'd 

By  Pagan,  and  by  CbriJHat !  O'er  each  fphere 

Prefides  an  angel,  to  direct  its  courfe, 

And  feed,  or  fan,  its  flames  ;   or  to  difcharge 

Other  high  trufts  unknown.     For  who  can  fee 

Such  pomp  of  matter,  and  imagine,  Mindt 

For  which  alone  Inanimate  was  made, 

More  fparingly  difpens'd  ?    That  nobler  fon, 

Far  liker  the  great  SIRE  !— 'Tis  thus  the  flues 

Inform  us  of  fuperiors  numberlefs, 

As  much,  in  Excellence,  above  mankind, 

As  above  Earthy    in  Magnitude*  the  Spheres. 

fbe/e,  as  a  cloud  of  witneffes,  hang  o'er  us  j 

In  a  throng'd  theatre  are  all  our  deeds  ; 

Perhaps,  a  thoufand  demigods  defcend 

On  ev'ry  beam  we  fee,  to  walk  with  men. 

Aweful  reflection  !  Strong  reilraint  from  ill ! 

Yet,  here,  our  virtue  finds  ftill  ftronger  aid 
From  thefe  ethereal  glories  Senfe  furveys. 
Something,  like  magic,  ftrikcs  from  this  blue  vault; 
Withjuft  attention  is  it  view'd  ?    We  feel 
A  fudden  fuccour,  unimplor'd,  unthoaght  j 

C  5  Nafta* 
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Nature  herfelf  does  half  the  work  of  Man. 

Seas,  rivers,  mountains,  foreits,  defarts,  rocks, 

The  promontory's  height,  the  depth  profound 

Of  fubterranean,  excavated  grots, 

Black  brow'd,  and  vaulted  high,  and  yawning  wide 

From  Nature's  lirudture,  or  the  fcoop  of  Time  ; 

If  ample  of  dimenfion,  vaftofiize, 

Ev'n  Thefe  an  aggrandizing  impulfe  give; 

Of  folemn  thought  enthufiaftic  heights 

Ev'n  *Thefe  infufe. — But  what  of  vaft  in  Thefe? 
Nothing  ; — or  we  mull  own  the  iki«s  forgot. 
Much  lefs  in  Art. — Vain  Art  !   Thoa  pigmy  power  ! 
How  doft  thou  fvvell  and  ftrut,  with  human  pride, 
To  mew  thy  httlenefs !  What  childifh  toys, 
Thy  watry  columns  fquirted  to  the  clouds ! 
Thy  bafon'd  rivers,  and  imprifon'd  feas ! 
Thy  mountains  moulded  into  forms  of  men  ! 
Thy  hundred-gated  Capitals!  or  Thofe 
Where  three  days  travel  left  us  much  to  ride  j 
Gazing  on  miracles  by  mortals  wrought, 

Arches  triumphal,  theatres  immenfe, 

Or  nodding  Gardens  pendent  in  mid-air  ! 

Or  'Temples  proud  to  meet  their  GoJs  half-way  1 

Yet  Tbefe  affect  us  in  no  common  kind. 

What  then  the  force  of  fuch  fuperior  fcenes  ? 

Enter  a  temple,  it  will  llrike  an  awe  : 

WJrat  awe  from  This  the  D  E I T  Y  has  built  ? 

A  Good  Man  feen,   though  filent,  counfel  gives  : 

The  touch'd  fpeftator  wimes  to  be  wife  : 

la  a  bright  m.iTor  His  owa  hand*  have  ma-Je, 

Htre 
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Here  we  fee  fomething  like  the  face  of  GOD. 
Seems  it  not  then  enough,  to  fay,  LORENZO! 
To  man  abandon'd,  "  Hajltboujeen  the  Jkies?" 

And  yet,  fo  thwarted  nature's  kind  defiga 
By  daring  man,  he  makes  her  facred  awe 
(That  guard  from  ill)  his  ftielter,  his  temptation 
To  more  than  common  guilt,  and  quite  invert* 
Celeftial  art's  intent.     The  trembling  ftars 
See  crimes  gigantic,  {talking  through  the  gloom 
With  front  erecl,  that  hide  their  head  by  day, 
And  making  night  flill  darker  by  their  deeds. 
Slumb'ring  in  covert,  till  the  (hades  defcend, 
Rapint  and  Murder,  link'd,  now  prowl  for  prey. 
The  mifer  earths  his  treafure ;  and  the  thief, 
Watching  the  mole,  half-beggars  him  ere  morn. 
NOW  Plots,  and  foul  Con/piracies,  awake  ; 
And,  muffling  up  their  horrors  from  the  moon, 
Havock  and  devastation  they  prepare, 
And  kingdoms  tott'ring  in  the  field  of  blood. 
Now  fons  of  riot  in  mid-revel  rage. 
What  fhall  I  do  ? — Supprefs  it  ?  or  proclaim  ?— 
Why JJeefs  the  thunder ?   Now,  LORENZO!  now, 
His  befl  friend's  couch  the  rank  adulterer 
Afcends  fecure ;  and  laughs  at  gods  and  men. 
Prepoft'rous  madmen,  void  of  fear  or  lhame, 
Lay  their  crimeb  bare  to  thefe  chafte  eyes  of  heaven; 
Yet  Ihrink,  and  fluidder,  at  a  mortal's  fight. 
Were  moon,  and  Itars,  for  villains  only  made  ? 
To  guide,  yetfcreen  them,  with  tenebrious  light? 
No ;   they  were  made  to  fafliion  the  fublime 
Of  human  hearts,  and  <wifer  make  the  Wife* 

C  6  Thofe 
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Thofe  ends  were  anfwer'd  once  ;  when  mortals  HvM 
Of  itronger  wing,  of  aquiline  afcent 
In  theory  fublime.     O  how  unlike 
Thofe  vermin  of  the  night,  this  moment  fung, 
Who  crawl  on  Earth,  and  on  her  venom  feed  ! 
Thofe  antient  fages,   Human  ftars  !  They  met 
Their  brothers  of  the  Skies,  at  midnight  hour  ; 
Their  counfel  aflc'd  ;   and,  what  they  aflc'd,  obefcf- 
The  Stagirite,  and  PLATO,    He  who  drank 
The  poifon'd  bowl,  and  He  of  Tufculum, 
With  him  af  Cerdul>a  (immortal  names!) 
In  thefe  unbounded,  and  Elyfian,  walks, 
An  area  fit  for  GODS,  and  Godlike  men, 
They  took  their  nightly  round,  through  radiant  paths 
By  Seraphs  trod  ;   inftru&ed,  chiefly,  thus, 
To  tread  in  Their  bright  footfteps  here  below  j 
To  walk  in  worth  ftill  brighter  than  the  Cues. 
There  they  contra&ed  their  contempt  of  Earth  ; 
Of  hopes  eternal  kindled,  There,  the  fire; 
There,  as  in  near  approach,  they  glow'd,  and  grew 
(Great  vifitants  '.)  more  intimate  with  GOD, 
More  worth  to  Men,  more  joyous  to  Them/elves. 
Through  various  Virtues,  they,  with  ardor,  ran 
The  Zodiac  of  their  learn'd,  iiluftrious  lives. 

In  Chriflian  hearts,  O  for  a  Pagan  zeal ! 
A  needful,  but  opprobrious  pray'r  !    As  much 
Our  Ardor  Lefs,  as  Greater  is  our  Light. 
How  monftrous  This  in  Morals  !  Scarce  more  ftrange 
Would  this  Phenomenon  in  nature  flrike, 
A  Sun,  that  froze  her,  or  a  Star,  that  warm'd. 

4  What 
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What  taught  thefe  heroes  of  the  moral  world  ? 
To  thefe  thou  giv'ft  thy  Praife,  give  Crtdit  too. 
Thefe  doftors  ne'er  were  penfion'd  to  deceive  thee  ; 
And  Pagan  tutors  are  thy  tafte. — They  taught, 
That,  narrow  views  betray  to  mifery : 
That,  wife  it  is  to  comprehend  the  whole  : 
That,  Virtue,  rofe  from  Nature,  ponder'd  well, 
The  fingle  bafe  of  Virtue  built  to  heaven  : 
That  GOD,  and  Nature,  our  attention  claim  : 
That,  Nature  is  the  glafs  reflecting  GOD, 
As,  by  the  Sea,  reflected  is  the  Sun, 
Too  glorious  to  be  gaz'd  on  in  his  fphere  : 
That,  Mind  immcrtal  loves  immortal  aims  : 
That,  boundlefs  Mind  affefts  a  boundlefs  Space  :  • 
That  valt  furveys,  and  the  fublime  of  things, 
The  foul  affimilate,  and  make  her  great : 
That,  therefore,  heav'n  her  glories,  as  a  fund 
Of  infpiration,  thus  fpreads  out  to  man. 
Such  are  their  dodrines  ;  fuch  the  Night  infpir'd. 

And  what  more  true  ?  What  truth  of  greater  weight? 
The  foul  of  man  was  made  to  walk  the  ikies ; 
Delightful  outlet  of  her  prifon  Here! 
There,  diiincumber'd  from  her  chains,  the  ties 
Of  toys  terreftrial,  fhe  can  rove  at  large, 
There,  freely  can  refpire,  dilate,  extend, 
In  full  proportion  let  loofe  all  her  powers  j 
And,  undeluded,  grafp  at  fomething  great. 
Nor,  as  a  ftranger,  does  (he  wander  there  ; 
But,   wondeiful  herfelf,  through  wonder  flrays  j 
Contemplating  their  grandeur,  finds  her  own  ; 
Dives  deep  in  their  aconoroy  divine, 

Sits 
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Sits  high  in  Judgment  on  their  various  laws, 

And,  like  a  mailer,  judges  not  amifs. 

Hence  greatly  pleas'd,  and  juftly  proud,  the  foul 

Grows  confcious  of  her  birth  celeftial ;  breathes 

More  life,  more  vigour,  in  her  native  air; 

And  feels  herfelf  at  borne  amongft  the  ftars ; 

And,  feeling,  emulates  her  country's  praife. 

What  call  we,  then,  the  firmament,  LORENZO?— 

As  Earth  the  body,  fmce,  the  Skies  fuftain 

The  foul  with  food,  that  gives  immortal  life, 

Call  it,  The  noble  pafture  of  the  Mind; 

"Which  there  expatiates,  ftrengthens,  and  exults, 
And  riots  through  the  luxuries  of  thought. 

Call  it,  The  Garden  of  the  D  E I T  Y, 
Bloffbm'd  with  ftars,  redundant  in  the  growth, 

Of  fruit  ambrofial }  moral  fruit  to  man. 

Call  it,  The  breaft- plate  of  the  true  High-prieft, 
Ardent  with  gems  oracular,  that  give, 
In  points  of  higheft  moment,  right  refponfe  j 
And  ill  neglecled,  if  we  prize  our  peace. 
Thus,  have  we  found  a  true  aftrology  ; 
Thus,  have  we  found  a  new,  and  noble  fenfr, 
In  which  alone  ftars  govern  human  fates. 
O  that  the  Stars  (as  fome  have  feign *d)  let  fall 
Bloodihed,  and  havock,  on  embattled  realms, 
And  refcu'd  Monarch*  from  fo  black  a  guilt ! 
BOURBON  !  this  wifh  how  gen'rous  in  a  foe  ! 
Wouldft  thou  be  great,  wouldft  thou  become  a  God, 
And  ftick  thy  deathlefs  name  among  the  ftars, 
for  mighty  conquefts  on  a  needle's  point  ? 
Inftead  of  forging  chains  for  foreigners, 
Saflilt  thy  Tutor :  Grandeur  all  thy  aim  ? 

7  A» 


THE    CONSOLATION.          39 
As  refthou  know'ft  not  what  it  is :  How  great, 
Ho\v  glorious,  then,  appears  the  Mind  of  man, 
When  in  it  all  the  ftars,  and  planets,  roll  ! 
And  what  it/eems,  it  // :    Great  objects  make 
Great  minds,  enlarging  as  their  views  enlarge  ; 
fkofe  Kill  more  Godlike,  as  Thtft  more  divine. 

And  more  divine  than  Thefe,  thou  canft  not  fee. 
Dazzled,  o'er-pow'r'd,  with  the  delicious  draught 
Of  mifcellaneous  fplendors,  how  I  reel 
From  thought  to  thought,  inebriate,  without  end  ', 
A  n  Eden,  this !    a  P A  R  A  D  i  s  E  unloft  ! 
.J  meet  the  DEITY  in  ev'ry  view, 
And  tremble  at  my  nakednefs  before  him ! 
O  that  I  could  but  reach  the  Tree  of  Life  ! 
For  Here  it  grows,  unguarded  from  our  tafte  ; 
No  Flaming  Suiora*  denies  our  entrance  Here  ; 
Would  man  but  gather,  he  might  live  for  ever* 

LORENZO  !  much  ofA/ora/haft  thou  feen. 
Of  curious  arts  art  thou  more  fond  ?  Then  mark 
The  Matbtmatic  glories  of  the  fkies,     . 
In  number,  weight,  and  meafure,  all  ordain'd. 
LOR  t  N-ZO'S  boafted  builders,  Chance,  and  Faie, 
Are  left  to  finifli  his  aerial  towers ; 
Wifdtm  and  Clwice,  their  well-known  characters 
Here  deep  imprefs;  and  claim  it  for  their  own. 
Though  fplendid  all,  no  fplendor  void  of  ufe  ; 
life  rivals  Beauty  ;  Art  contends  with  Power  ; 
Ko  wanton  wafte,  amid  effufe  expence  ; 
The  great  OECOKOMIST  adjufting  all 
To  prudent  pomp,  magnificently  wife. 
How  rich  the  profpeft  !  and  for  ever  new  ! 

And 
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And  neiveft  to  the  man  that  views  it  moft ; 

For  newer  ftili  in  infinite  fucceeds. 

Then,  thefe  aerial  racers,  O  how  fwift ! 

How  the  fhaft  loiters  from  the  flrongeft  firing  ? 

Spirit  alone  can  d;ltance  the  career. 

Orb  above  orb  afcending  without  end  ! 

Circle  in  circle,  without  end,  inclos'd  ! 

Wheel,  within  wheel ;   EZEKIEL  !   like  to  thine  ! 

Like  thine,  it  feems  a  vifion  or  a  dream  ; 

Thoughts,  we  labour  to  believe  it  true ! 

What  involution  !  what  extent  !  what  fwarms 

Of  worlds,  that  laugh  at  Earth  !  immenfely  great ! 

IrnmenfJy  diftant  from  each  other's  fpheres ! 

What,  then,  the  wond'rous  Space  thro'  which  they  rollr1 

At  once  it  quite  ingulphs  all  human  thought  ; 

'Tis  comprehenfion's  abfolute  defeat. 

Nor  think  thou  feeft  a  wild  diforder  here ; 
Through  this  illuftrious  chaos  to  the  fight, 
Arrangement  neat,  and  chafteft  order,  reign. 
The  path  prefcrib'd,  inviolably  kept, 
Upbraids  the  lawlefs  fallies  of  mankind. 
Worlds,  ever  thwarting,  never  interfere  ; 
What  knots  are  ty'd  !  how  foon  are  they  diflblv'd, 
And  fet  the  feeming  marry'd  planets  free  ! 
They  rove  for  ever,  without  error  rove  ; 
Confuuon  unconfus'd  !    nor  lefs  admire 
This  tumult  untumultuous ;   all  on  wing  ! 
In  motion,  all !   yet  what  profound  repofe  ! 
What  fervid  action,  yet  no  noife  !    as  aw'd 
To  filence,  by  the  prefcnce  of  their  LORD  j 

Or 
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Or  hufh'd  by  His  command,  in  love  to  man, 
And  bid  let  fall  foft  beams  on  human  reft, 
Reillefs  themfelves.     On  yon  ccerulean  plain, 
.In  exultation  to  'Their  GOD,  and  Thine, 
They  dance,  they  fing  eternal  jubilee, 
Eternal  celebration  of  His  praife. 
But,  fince  their  Song  arrives  not  at  our  ear, 
Their  Dance  perplex'd  exhibits  to  the  fight 
Fair  Hieroglyphic  of  His  peerlefs  power. 
Mark,  how  the  Labyrintlrian  turns  they  take, 
The  circles  intricate,  and  myflic  maze, 
Weave  the  grand  cypher  of  Omnipotence  ; 
To  Gods,  how  great !  how  legible  to  Man  ! 

Leaves  fo  much  wonder  greater  wonder  ftill  ? 
Where  are  the  pillars  that  fupportthe  ikies  ? 
What  more  than  Atlantean  moulder  props 
Th'  incumbent  load?  What  magic,  what  ftrange  art, 
In  fluid  air  thefe  pond'rous  orbs  fuftains  ? 
Who  would  not  think  them  hung  in  golden  chains  ?— • 
And  fo  they  are  ;  in  the  high  will  of  heaven, 
Which  fixes  all ;    makes  adamant  of  air, 
Or  air  of  adamant;  makes  all  of  nought, 
Or  nought  of  all  ;  \ifuch  the  dread  decree. 

Imagine  from  their  deep  foundations  torn 
The  mofl  gigantic  fons  of  earth,  the  broad 
And  tow'ring  Alps,  all  toitinto  the  fea  ; 
And,  light  as  down,  or  volatile  as  air, 
Their  bulks  enormous,  dancing  on  the  waves, 
It?  time,  and  meafure,  exquifite  ;  while  all 
The  winds,  in  emulation  of  the  fpheres, 

Tune 
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Tune  their  fcnoro«s  inftruments  sJoft } 
The  concert  fwell,  and  animate  the  ball. 
Would  this  appear  amazing  ?  What,  then,  worlds, 
In  a  far  thinner  element  fuftain'd, 
Andadling  the  fame  part,  with  greater  {kill, 
More  rapid  movement,  and  for  nobleftJTWj  ? 
More  obvious  ends  «)  pafs,  are  not  thefe  ftari 
The  feats  majelHc,  proud  imperial  thrones^ 
Onwhiah  angelic  delegates  of  heaven, 
At  certain  periods,  as  the  SOV'REIGN  nods, 
Difcharge  high  trufls  of  Vengeance,  or  of  Lcve  } 
To  clothe,  in  outward  grandeur,  grand  dcfign, 
And  afts  moft  folemn  ftill  more  folemni/.e  ? 
Ye  CITIZENS  of  air  !   what  ardent  thanks, 
What  full  effufion  of  the  grateful  heart, 
Is  due  from  man  indulg'd  in  fuch  a  fight ! 
A  fight  fo  noble  !  and  a  fight  fo  kind  ! 
It  drops  new  truths  at  ev'ry  ne*iv  furvey  ! 
Feels  not  LORENZO  fomething  ftir  within, 
That  fweeps  away  all  period  ?   As  thefe  fpheres 
Meafure  duration,  they  no  lefs  infpire 
The  Godlike  hope  of  ages  without  end. 
The  boundlefs  Space,  through  which  thefe  rovers  take 
Their  rcftlefs  roam,  fuggefts  the  fifter  thought 
Of  boundlefs  Time.     Thus,  by  kind  Nature's  {kill, 
To  man  un-labour'd,  that  important  gueft, 
ETERNITV,  finds  entrance  at  the  Sight  : 
And  an  Eternity,  for  man  ordain'd, 
Or  thefe  hisdeftin'd  midnight  counfellors, 
The  Stars,  had  never  whifper'd  it  to  man. 

NATURE 
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NATURE  informs^  but  ne'er  infults,  her  fons. 
Could  fhe  then  kindle  the  moil  ardent  wifh 
To  difappoint  it? — That  is  blafphemy. 
Thus,  of  thy  creed  a  fecond  article, 
Momentous,  as  th'  exigence  of  a  GOD, 
Is  found  (as  I  conceive)  where  rarely  fought ; 
And  thou  may'it  read  thy  Soul  immortal,  Here. 

Here,  then,  LORENZO!   on  thefe  glories  dwell; 
Nor  want  the^ilt,  illuminated,  roof, 
That  calls  the  wretched  Gay  to  dark  delights. 
Ajjcmblia  ? — This  is  one  divinely  bright ; 
Here,  un-endanger'd  in  health,  wealth,  or  fame, 
Range  through  the  faireft,  and  the  SULTAN  fcora, 
He,  wife  as  Thou,  no  Crefcent  holds  fo  fair, 
As  that,  which  on  histurbant  awes  a  world; 
And  thinks  the  Moon  is  proud  to  copy  him. 
Look  on  her,  and  gain  more  than  worlds  can  give* 
A  mind  fuperior  to  the  charms  of  Power. 
Thou  muffled  in  delufions  of  this  life  ! 
Can  yonder  Moon  turn  ocean  in  his  bed, 
From  fide  to  fide,  in  conftant  ebb,  and  flow, 
And  purify  from  ftench  his  watry  realms  ? 
And  fails  her  moral  influence  ?  wants  fhe  power 
To  turn  LORENZO'S  ftubborn  tide  of  thought 
From  ftagnating  on  Earth's  infefted  more, 
And  purge  from  nuifance  his  corrupted  heart  ? 
Fails  her  attraction  when  it  draws  to  heaven  ? 
Nay,  and  to  what  thou  valu'ft  more,  Earth's  joy  f 
Minds  elevate,  and  panting  for  Unfeen, 
And  defecate  from  Senfe,  alone  obtain 

*    Fall 
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Full  relifh  of  exigence  un-deflower'd, 

The  Life  of  life,  the  Zeft  of  worldly  blifs  : 

All  elfe  on  earth  amounts — to  what  ?   To  This  : 

"  BAD  to  beSuJer'd}   BLESSINGS  to  be  Left  .•" 

Earth's  richeft  inventory  boafts  no  more. 

Of  higher  fcenes  be,  then,  the  call  obey'd. 
O  let  me  gaze  ! — Of  gazing  there's  no  end. 
O  let  me  think  ! — Thought  too  is  wilder'd  here* 
In  mid-way  flight  imagination  tires; 
Yet  foon  re-prunes  her  wing  to  foar  anew, 
Her  point  unable  to  forbear,  or  gain  ; 
So  great  the  pleafure,  fo  profound  the  plan  ! 
A  banquet,  this,  where  men,  and  angels,  meetr 
Eat  the  fame  Manna,  mingle  earth,  and  heaven. 
How  diftant  fome  ofthefe  nofturnalfuns  ! 
So  diftant  (fays  the  fage)  'twere  not  abfurd 
To  doubt,  if  beams,  fet  out  at  Nature  s  birth, 
Are  yet  arriv'd  at  this  fo  foreign  world  ; 
Though  nothing  half  fo  rapid  as  their  flight. 
An  eye  of  awe  and  wonder  let  me  roll, 
And  rollyor  ever:  Who  can  fatiate  fight 
Iti/ucb  a  fcene  ?  in  fuch  an  ocean  wide 
Of  deep  aftonifhment?  where  depth,  height,  breaclth, 
Are  loft  in  their  extremes ;  and  where  to  count 
The  thick-fown  glories  in  this  field  of  fire, 
Perhaps  a  Seraph's  computation  fails. 
Now,  go,  Ambition  !  boaft  thy  boundlefs  might 
In  coaqueft,  o'er  the  tenth  part  of  a  grain. 

And  yet  LORENZO  calls  for  miracles, 
To  give  his  tott'ring  faith  a  folid  bafe. 

Why 
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Why  call  for  lefs  ;hau  is  already  thine  ? 
Thou  art  no  novice  in  theology  ; 
What  is  a  Miracle  ? — 'Tis  a  repioach, 
'Tis  an  implicit  latire,  on  mankind  ; 
And  while  it  Jqtisf.es,  it  cenfures  too. 
To  common  Unit;,  great  Nature"1*  courfe  proclaims 
A  DEITY  :  When  mankind  falls  aileep, 
A  Miracle  is  fcnt,  as  an  alarm  ; 
To  wake  the  world,  and  prove  Him  o'er  again, 
By  recent  argument,  but  not  more  Jlrong. 
Say,  which  imports  more  plenitude  of  power, 
Or  nature's  laws  to _fix,  or  to  repeal? 
To  make  a  fun,  orjiop  his  mid  career  ? 
To  countermand  his  orders,  and  fend  back 
The  flaming  courier  to  the  frighted  Eajl, 
Warm'd,  and  aftonifh'd,  at  his  ev'ning  ray  ? 
Or  bid  the^  Moon,  as  with  her  journey  tir'd, 
In  Ajaloifi  foft,  flow'ry  vale  icpofe  ? 
Great  things  are  thefe  ;  ftill  greater,  to  creatt. 
From  ADAM'S  bow'r  look  down  thro'  the  whole  train 
Of  miracles  ; — refiftlefs  is  their  pow'r  ? 
They  do  not,  can  not,  more  amaze  the  mind, 
Than  this,  calVd  un-miraculous  furvey, 
\teluly  weigh'd,  if  rationally  feen, 
If  feen  with  human  eyes.     The  Brute,  indeed, 
Sees  nought  but  Spangles  here  ;  the  Fool,  no  more. 
Say 'ft  thou,   "  The  courfe  of  Nature  governs  all  ? 
The  Courje  of  Nature  is  the  Art  of  GOD. 
The  miracles  thou  call'ft  for,  7%/Vatteft  ; 
for  fay,  could  Nature  Keturis  courfe  controul  ? 

But, 
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But,  miracles  apart,  who  fees  HIM  not, 
Nature's  CONTR.OULER,  AUTHOR,  GUIDE,  and  END  ? 
Who  turns  his  eye  on  Nature's  midnight  face, 
But  muft  inquire — "  What  hand  behind  the  fcene, 
*'  What  arm  Almighty,  put  thefe  wheeling  globe* 
"  In  motion,  and  wound  up  the  vaft  machine? 
"  Who  rounded  in  his  palm  thefe  fpacious  orbs  ? 
"  Who  bowl'd  them  flaming  thro'  the  dark  profound, 
**  Num'rous  as  glitt'ring  gems  of  morning-dew, 
"  Or  fparks  from  populous  cities  in  a  bkze, 
"  And  fet  the  bofom  of  Old  Night  on  fire  ? 
"  Peopled  herdefart,  and  made  horror  fmile  r" 
Or,  if  the  military  ftyle  delights  thce, 
(For  ftars  have  fought  their  battles,  leagu'd  with  man) 
•'  Who  marfhals  this  bright  hoft?  Enrolls  their  names  ? 
"  Appoints  their  pofts,  their  marches,  and  returns, 
"  Pun&ual,  at  Itated  periods  ?   who  difbands 
*'  Thefe  vet'ran  troops,  their  fJF.nl  duty  done, 
"  If  e'er  diibanded  ?" — HE,  whofe  potent  word, 
Like  the  loud  trumpet,  levy'd  firft  their  powers 
In  Night's  inglorious  empire,  where  they  fiept 
In  beds  of  darknefs :  arm'd  them  with  fierce  flames, 
Arrang'd,  and  difciplin'd,  and  cloath'd  in  gold  , 
And  call'd  them  out  of  Chaos  to  the  field, 
Where  now  they  war  with  Vue  and  Unbtlief. 
O  let  us  join  this  army  !  joining  thefe, 
Will  give  us  hearts  intrepid,  at  that  hour, 
When  brighter  flames  fhall  cut  a  darker  night ; 
When  thefe  ilrong  demonftrations  of  a  GOD 

Shall 
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Shall  hide  their  heads,  or  tumble  from  their  fphere^ 
And  one  eternal  curtain  cover  kll ! 

Struck  at  that  thought,  as  new  awak'd,  I  lift 
A  more  enlighten'd  eye,  and  read  che  liars 
To  man  flill  more  propitious  ;  and  their  aid 
(Though  guiltlefs  of  idolatry)  implore  ; 
Nor  longer  rob  them  of  their  nobleft  name. 
O  ye  Dividers  of  my  Time  !  Vre  bright 
Accomptants  of  my  days,  and  months,  and  years. 
In  your  fair  Kalendar  diilin&ly  mark'd  ! 
Since  that  authentic,  radiant  regilter, 
Though  man  infpecls  it  not,  ftands  good  againfthim; 
Since  You,  and  years,  roll  on,  tho'  man  ftands  ftill  ; 
Teach  me  my  days  to  number,  and  apply 
My  trembling  heart  to  Wifdom  ;   now  beyond 
All  fhadowofexcufe  for  fooling  on. 
Age  fmooths  our  path  to  prudence  ;    Areeps  afide 
The  fnares  keen  Appetite,  and  paffion,  fpread 
To  catch  ftray  fouls ;  and  woe  to  that  grey  head, 
Whole  Folly  would  undo,  what  Age  has  done  ! 
Aid  then,  aid,  all  ye  ftars !— Much  rather,  THOU, 
Great  ARTIST  !    THOU,  whofe  ringer  fet  aright 
This  exquifite  Machine,  with  all  its  Wheels, 
Though  intervolv'd,  exaft  ;  and  pointing  out 
Life's  rapid,  and  irrevocable  flight, 
With  fuch  an  /W<-xfair,  as  none  can  mifs, 
Who  lifts  an  (ye,  norfleeps  till  it  is  clos'd. 
Open  mine  eye,  dread  DEITY  !   to  read 
The  tacit  doftrine  of  thy  works  ;  to  fee 
Things  as  they  are,  un-alter'd  through  the  glafs 

Of 
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£)f  worldly  wifiies.     Time,  Eternity  ! 

('Tis  thefe,  mif-meafur'd,  ruin  all  mankind) 

Set  them  before  me  ;  let  me  lay  them  both 

In  equal  fcale,  and  learn  their  various  weight. 

Let  Time  appear  a  Moment,  as  it  is; 

And  let  Eternity's  full  orb,  at  once, 

Turn  on  my  foul,  and  ftrike  it  into  heaven. 

When  fhall  I  fee  far  more  than  charms  me  now  ? 

Gaze  on  creation's  model  in  Th  bread 

Unveil'd,  nor  wonder  at  the  trai.fcript  more  ? 

When  this  vile,  foreign,  duft,  which  fmothers  all 

That  travel  Earth's  deep  vale,  Hall  I  {hake  off? 

When  {hall  my  foul  her  incarnation  quit, 

.And,  re-adoplcd  to  thy  bleft  embrace, 

Obtain  her  Apotbeofis  in  THEE  r 

Doft  think,  LORENZO,  this  is  wand'ring  wide  r 
No,  'tis  direftly  linking  at  the  mark  ; 
To  wake  thy  dead  Devotion  *  was  my  point  ; 
.Ana  how  I  blefs  JY/>/'/'s  confecrating  {hades, 
Which  to  a  Temple  turn  an  Univerfe  ; 
Fill  us  with  great  ideas,  full  of  heaven, 
And  antidote  the  pcililential  earth  ! 
In  ev'ry  llorm,  that  cither  frowns,  or  falls, 
What  an  afylum  has  the  foul  in  pray'r  ! 
And  what  a  Fane  is  This,  in  which  to  pray  !  - 
And  what  a  GOD  muft  dwell  in  fuch  a  Fane  ! 
O  what  a  genius  muft  inform  the  fkies  ! 
And  is  LORENZO'S  falamander-htart 
Cold,  and  untouch'd,  amid  thefe  facred  fires  ? 
O  ye  nofturnal  fparks  !   Ye  glowing  embers, 
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On  heav'n's  broad  hearth  !  who  burn,  or  burn  no  more, 
Who  blaze,  or  die,  as  Great  JEHOVAH's  breath 
Or  blows  you,  or  forbears ;  aflift  my  fong; 
Pour  your  whole  influence  ;  exorcife  his  heart, 
So  long  poffeft  j  and  bring  him  back  to  Man. 

And  is  LORENZO  a  demurrery?///  ? 
Pride  in  thy  parts  provokes  thee  to  conteft 
Truths,  which,  contefled,  put  thy  Parts  to  fhame. 
Nor  fhame  they  more  LORENZO'S  Head  than  Heart, 
hfaithhfs  heart,  how  defpicably  fmall ! 
Too  ftreight,  aught  great,  or  gen'rous,  to  receive ! 
FilPd  with  an  atom!   fill'd,  and  foul'd,  with  Self! 
And  Self  miftaken  !  Self,  that  lafts  an  hour! 
Injlinfts  and  PaJ/tons,  of  the  nobler  kind, 
Lie  fuffocated  there  ;  or  They  alone, 
Rea/ofi  apart,  would  wake  high  hope ;  and  open, 
To  ravifh'd  thought,  that  Intellectual  fphere, 
Where,  Order,  Wifdomy  Goodnefs,  Providence, 
Their  endlefs  miracles  of  love  difplay, 
And  promife  all  the  truly  great  defire. 
The  mind  that  would  be  happy,  muft 
Great,  in  its  ivijbes ;  great,  in 
Extended  views  a  narrow  mind  extend; 
Pufh  out  its  corrugate,  expanfive  make, 
Which,  ere  long,  more  than  planets  mall  embrace, 
A  man  of  Compafs  makes  a  man  of  Worth ; 
Divine  contemplate,  and  become  Diving, 

As  man  was  made  for  glory,  and  for  blifs, 
All  littlenefs  is  in  approach  to  woe  ; 
Open  thy  bofom,  fet  thy  wifhes  wide, 

VOL.  IV.  D  And 
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And  let  in  Manhood ;   let  in  Happinefs  ; 
Admit  the  boundlefs  theatre  of  thought 
From  nothing,  up  to  GOD  ;  which  makes  a  Man. 
Take  GOD  from  Nature,  nothing  great  is  left ; 
Man's  mind  is  in  a  pit,  and  nothing  fees  ; 
Man's  heart  is  in  a  jakes,  and  loves  the  mire. 
Emerge  from  thy  profound  ;  ereft  thine  eye ; 
See  thy  diftrefs !  how  clofe  art  thou  befieg'd  ! 
Befieg'd  by  Nature,  the  proud  fceptic's  foe  ! 
Inclos'd  by  thefe  innumerable  worlds, 
Sparkling  convidlion  on  the  darkeft  mind, 
As  in  a  golden  net  of  PROVIDENCE. 
How  art  thou  caught,  fure  captive  of  belief! 
From  this  thy  blelt  captivity,   what  art, 
What  blafphemy  to  reafon,  fets  thee  free  ! 
This  fcene  is  heav'n's  indulgent  violence: 
Canft  thou  bear  up  againft  this  tide  of  glory  ? 
What  is  earth  bofom'd  in  thefe  ambient  orbs, 
But,  faith  in  GOD  impos'd,  and  prefs'd  on  man  ? 
Dar'it  thou  ftill  litigate  thy  defp'rate  caufet 
Spite  of  thefe  num'rous,  aweful,  ivitneffei, 
And  doubt  the  depofition  of  the  Ikies  ? 
O  how  laborious  is  thy  way  to  ruin  ! 
Laborious !  'tis  impracticable  quite  ; 
To  fink  beyond  a  doubt,  in  this  debate, 
With  all  his  weight  of  wifdom  and  of  will, 
And  crime  flagitious,  I  defy  a  fool. 
Some  wifli  they  did;  but  no  man  di/believes. 
GOD  is  a  Spirit ;  Spirit  cannot  ftrikc 
Thefe  grofs,  material  organs  j  GOD  by  man 

As 
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As  much  is  feen,  as  Man  a  GOD  can  fee, 

In  thefe  altoniming  exploits  of  power. 

What  order,  beauty,  motion,  diftance,  fize  ! 

Concertion  of  defign,  how  exquifite  ! 

How  complicate,  in  their  divine  police  ! 

Apt  means !  great  ends  !  confent  to  gen'ral  good  I— 

Each  attribute  of  thefe  material  gods, 

So  long  (and  that  with  fpecious  pleas)  ador'd, 

A  fep'rate  conqueft  gains  o'er  rebel  thought ; 

And  leads  in  triumph  the  whole  mind  of  man. 
LORENZO  !   this  may  feem  harangue  to  thee  ; 
Such  all  is  apt  to  feem,  that  thwarts  our  will. 
And  doft  thou,   then,   demand  zjimple  proof 
Of  this  great  mafter  moral  of  the  fkies, 
UnfkiU'd,  or  dif-inclin'd,   to  read  it  there? 
Since  'tis  the  bails,  and  all  drops  without  it, 
Take  it,   in  one  compact,  unbroken  chain. 
Such  proof  infifls  on  an  attentive  ear  j 
'Twill  not  make  one  amid  a  mob  of  thoughts, 
And,  for  thy  notice,  ftruggle  with  the  world. 
Retire  ;  —  the  world  fliut  out ;  —  thy  thoughts  call 
Imagination's  airy  wing  reprefs  ;  — —  [home  i— 

Lock  up  thy  Senfes  ; — let  no  Pajfion  ftir  ;— - 
Wake  all  to  Reafon  ; — le/  her  jeign  alone  ; 
Then,  in  thy  Soul's  deep  filence,  and  the  depth 
Of  Nature's  filence,  midnight,  thus  inquire, 
As  /  have  done;  and  fhall  inquire  no  more. 
In  nature's  channel,  thus  the  queftions  ru.i. 

"  What  am  I  ?  and  from  H'kence  ?—l  nothing  know, 
"  But  that  I  am  j  and,  fince  I  am,  conclude 
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"  Something  Eternal :  Had  there  e'er  been  Nought^ 
"  Nought  ftill  had  been  :    Eternal  there  mujt  be. — 
"  But  what  eternal  ? — Why  not  Human  Race  ? 
"  And  ADAM'S  anceftors  without  an  end  ? — 
**  That's  hard  to  be  conceiv'd  ;   fince  ev'ry  link 
"  Of  that  long-chain'd  fucceffion  is  fo  frail  j 
"  Can  ev'ry  Part  depend,  and  not  the  Whole  ? 
"  Yet  grant  it  true  ;  new  difficulties  rife  ; 
*'  I'm  ftill  quite  out  at  fea ;   nor  fee  the  more. 
'*  Whence  Earth,  and  thefe  bright  Or bs?—Eternahoo\— 
"  Grant  Matter  was  eternal ;    ftill  thefe  Orbs 
*'  Would  want  fome  other  father  ; — much  defign 
"  Is  feen  in  all  their  Motions,  all  their  Makes; 
*'  Dejign  implies  Intelligence,   and  Art ; 
"  fbat  can't  be  from  tfbemfelves — or  Man  ;   *Tbat  art 
"  Man  fcarce  can  comprehend,  could  man  beflow  ? 
*'  And  nothing  greater  yet  allow'd  than  Man. — 
*'  Who,  Motion,  foreign  to  the  fmalleft  grain, 
"  Shot  through  vaft  mafles  of  enormous  weight  ? 
"  Who  bid  brute  Matter's  reftive  lump  a/Tume 
"  Such  various  forms,  and  gave  it  wings  to  fly  ? 
"  Has  matter  innate  motion  ?  then  each  atom, 
"  Aflerting  its  indifputable  right 
•'  To  dance,  would  f9rm  an  univerfe  of  duft : 
«*  Has  matter  none  ?  Then  whence  thefe  glorious  forms 
**  And  boundlefs  flights,  from  Shapely},  and  Repos'd? 
*'  Has  matter  more  than  motion  ?  Has  it  thought, 
"  Judgment,  and  genius  ?   Is  it  deeply  learn'd 
«'  In  Mathematics  ?   Has  it  fram'd  fuch  laws, 
««  Which  but  toguefs,  aNswroN  made  immortal  ? — 

"If 


THE    CONSOLATION.          53 
"  If  fo,  how  each/age  atom  laughs  at  me, 
"  Who  think  a  Clod  inferior  to  a  Man  ! 
"  If  art,  to  form  ;   and  counfel,  to  conduct; 
"  And  that  with  greater  far,  than  human  fldll ; 
"  Refides  not  in  each  block  ;— a  GODHEAD  reigns. — 
"  Grant,  then,  invifible,  eternal,  MIND; 
"  That  granted,  all  is  folv'd. — But,  granting  that, 
"  Draw  I  not  o'er  me  a  ftill  darker  cloud  ? 
"  Grant  I  not  that  which  I  can  ne'er  conceive  ? 
"  A  being  without  origin,  or  end! — 
"  Hail,  human  liberty!  There  is  no  GOD — 
"  Yet,  Why?   On  either  fchcme  that  knotfubfifti ; 
"  Subfift  it  mvj},  in  GOD,  or  Human  Rate-, 
**  If  in  the  laft,  how  many  knots  befide, 
"  Indiffoluble  all  ?— Why  chufe  it  There, 
«'  Where,  chofen,  dill  fubfift  ten  thonfand  more  f 
"  RejecT;  it,  where,  That  chofen,  all  the  reft 
"  Difpers'd,  leave  Reafon's  whole  horizon  clear  ? 
*'  This  is  not  reafon's  dictate ;  Reafon  fays, 
"  Clofe  with  the  fide  where  One  grain  turns  the  fcale  j 
"  What  vaft  preponderance  is  here  !  can  reafon 
"  With  louder  voice  exclaim— Believe  a  GOD  ? 
"  And  Reafon  heard,  is  the  fole  mark  of  man. 
"  What  things  impoflible  muft  man  think  true, 
"  On  any  other  fyftem  !  and  how  ftrange 
"  To  difbelivve,  through  mere  credulity  1" 

If,  in  this  chain,  LORENZO  finds  no  flaw, 
Let  it  for  ever  bind  him  to  Belief. 
And  where  the  link,  in  which  a  flaw  he  finds  ? 
And,  if  a  GOD  there  is,  that  GOD  how  great ! 

D  3  How 
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How  great  that  POW'R,  whofe  providential  care 
Thro'  thefe  bright  orbs'  dark  centres  darts  a  ray  ! 
Of  Nature  univerfal  threads  the  whole  ! 
And  hangs  Creation,  like  a  precious  gem, 
Though  little,  on  the  footftocl  of  his  throne  ! 

That  little  gem,  how  large  !  A  weight  let  fall 
From  a  fixt  ftar,  in  ages  can  it  reach 
This  diftant  Earth!  Say,  then,  LORENZO  !  where, 
Where,  ends  this  mighty  building?    Where,  begin 
The  fuburbs  of  Creation  ?  Where,  the  wall 
Whofe  battlements  look  o'er  into  the  vale 
Of  non-exiftence  ?  NOTHING'S  ftrange  abode  ! 
Say,  at  what  point  of  fpace  JEHOVAH  dropp'd 
His  llacken'd  Line,  and  laid  his  Balance  by  ; 
Weigh'd  Worlds,  and  meafur'd  Infinite.,  no  more  ? 
Where,  rears  His  terminating  Pillar  high 
Its  extra-mundane  head  ?  and  fays,  to  gods, 
In  characters  illuftrious  as  the  fun, 

/  ft  and,    the  plan'i  proud  period ;   I  pronounce 
The  work  accomplijh 'd ;   the  Creation  closed : 
Shout,  all  ye  gods  !  nor  flout  ye  gods  alone  ; 
Of  all  that  lives,  or,  if  de-void  of  life, 
1'hat  refli,  or  rolls,  ye  heights,  and  depths  refound  ! 
Refound  !  r e found !  ye  depths,  and  heights,  refound! 
Hard  arethofe  qaeftions ! — Anfwer  harder  ftill. 
Is  This  the  fole  exploit,  the  fmgle  birth, 
The  folitary  fon  of  Ponu'r  Di-vine  ? 
Or  has  th'  Almighty  FATHER,  with  a  breath, 
Impregnated  the  womb  of  diftant  Space  ? 
Has  He  not  bid,  in  various  provinces, 

Brother- 
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Brother-Creations  the  dark  bowels  burfl 
Of  Night  primaeval;  barren,  now,  no  more? 
And  He  the  central  fun,  tranfpiercing  all 
Thofe  Giant-Generations,  which  difport, 
And  dance,  as  Motes,  in  his  meridian  ray ; 
That  ray  withdrawn,  benighted,  or  abforb'd, 
In  that  Jfyfs  of  Horror,  whence  they  fprung  j 
While  Chaos  triumphs,   repofleft  of  all 
Rival  Creation  ravifh'd  from  his  throne? 
CHAOS  !    of  Nature  both  the  womb,  and  grave  ! 

Think'lhhou  my  fcheme,  LOR  E  N  zo,  fpreadstoowide  ? 
Is  this  extravagant  ? — No  ;   this  isjuj?  ; 
Juft,  in  conje3ure,  though  'twere  falfe  itiftft. 
If 'tis  an  error,  'tis  an  error  fprung 
From  noble  root,  high  thought  of  the  MOST-HIGH. 
But  wherefore  error  ?    Who  can  prove  it  fuch  ?— 
He  that  canfet  OMNIPOTENCE  a  bound. 
Can  man  conceive  beyond  what  GOD  can  do? 
Nothing,  but  quite  Impoffible  is  bard. 
He  fummons  into  being,  with  like  eafe, 
A  whole  Creation,  and  a  fingle  Grain. 
Speaks  he  the  word  ?  a  thoufand  worlds  are  born ! 
A  Thoufand  worlds  ?  there's  fpace  for  Millions  more ; 
And  ia  what  fpace  can  his  great  Fiat  fail  ? 
Condemn  me  not,  cold  critic  !  but  indulge 
The  warm  Imagination :  Why  condemn  ? 
Why  not  indulge  fuch  thoughts,  as  fwell  our  hearts 
With  fuller  admiration  of  That  Power, 
Who  gives  our  hearts  with  fuch  high  thoughts  to  fwell? 
Why  not  indulge  in  His  augmented  praife? 

D  4  Darts 
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Darts  not  His  glory  a  Hill  brighter  ray, 
The  lefs  is  left  to  Chaos,  and  the  realms 
Of  hideous  Night,  where  Fancy  ftrays  aghaft  ; 
And,  though  moft  talkative,  makes  no  report  ? 

Still  feems  my  thought  enormous  f  Think  again  ;— • 
Experience  'felf  lhall  aid  thy  lame  belief. 
GlaJJes  (that  revelation  to  the  fight !) 
Have  they  not  led  us  in  the  deep  difclofe 
Of  fine-fpun  Nature,  exquifitely  /mall, 
And,  though  demonftratetf,  flill  ill-conceit J ? 
If,  then,  on  the  reverfe,  the  mind  would  mount 
In  Magnitude,  what  mind  can  mount  too  far, 
To  keep  the  balance,  and  creation  ptife  f 
Defett  alone  can  err  on  fuch  a  theme  ; 
What  is  too  great,  if  we  the  Caufe  furvey  ? 
Stupendous  ARCHITECT  !   THOU,  THOU  art  all  i 
My  foul  flies  up  and  dottn  in  thoughts  of  THEI, 
And  finds  herfelf  but  at  the  centre  flill ! 
I  AM,  thy  name !  Exigence,  all  Thine  own  ! 
Creation's  nothing  ;   flatter'd  much,  if  ftyl'd 
"  The  thin,  the  fleeting  Atmcj'phere  of  GOD." 

O  for  the  voice— of  what  ?  of  whom  ? — What  vojce 
Can  anfwer  to  my  wants,  in  fuch  afcent, 
As  dares  to  deem  one  univerfe  too  fmall  ? 
Tell  me,  LORENZO!  (for  new  Fancy  glows, 
Fir'd  in  the  vortex  of  Almighty  power) 
Is  not  this  home  creation,   in  the  map 
Of  univerfal  Nature,  as  a  fpeck, 
Like  fair  BRITANNIA  in  our  little  ball ; 
Exceeding  fair,  and  glorious,  for  its  fize, 

But, 
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But,  elfewhere,  far  out-meafur'd,  far  outfhone  ? 
In  Fancy  (for  the/*tf  beyond  us  lies) 
Canft  thou  not  figure  it,  an  IJle,  almoft 
Too  fmall  for  notice,  in  the  Vaji  of  being ; 
Sever'd  by  mighty  feas  of  un-built  fpace 
From  other  realms ;   from  ample  Continents 
Of  higher  life,  where  nobler  natives  dwell ; 
Lefs  Northern,  lefs  remote  from  DEITY, 
Glowing  beneath  the  Line  of  the  SUPREME  ; 
Where  fouls  in  excellence  make  hafle,  put  forth 
Luxuriant  growths ;    nor  the  late  autumn  wait 

Of  Human  worth,  but  ripen  foon  to  gods  ? 

Yet  why  drown  Fancy  in  fuch  depths  as  thefe  ? 

Return,  prefumptuous  rover  !  and  confefs 

The  bounds  of  man  ;  nor  blame  them,  as  too  fmall. 

Enjoy  we  not  full  fcope  in  what  isfeen? 

Full  ample  the  dominions  of  the  fun  ! 

Full  glorious  to  behold  !   How  far,  how  wide, 

The  matchlefs  monarch,  from  his  flaming  throne, 

Lavifh  of  lullre,  throws  his  beams  about  him, 

Farther,  and  fafter,  than  a  thought  can  fly, 

And  feeds  his  planets  with  eternal  fires  ! 

This  Heliopolis,  by  greater  far, 

Than  the  proud  tyrant  of  the  Nile,  was  built; 

And  He  alone,  who  built  it,  can  deftroy. 

Beyond  this  City,  why  (trays  human  thought? 

One  wonderful,  enough  for  man  to  know! 

One  infinite  !  enough  for  man  to  range  ! 

One  firmament,  enough  for  man  to  read! 

O  what  voluminous  inftru&ion  here ! 

D  5  What 
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What  page  of  wifdom  is  deny'd  him  r  None  ; 
If  learning  his  chief  leflbn  makes  him  wife. 
Nor  is  Injlrufiion,  here,  our  only  gain  ; 
There  dwells  a  noble  pathos  in  the  fkies, 
Which  warms  our  paflions,  profelytes  our  hearts. 
How  eloquently  mines  the  glowing  pole  ! 
With  what  authority  it  gives  its  charge, 
Remonftrating  great  truths  in  ftyle  fublime, 
Though  filent,  loud  !   heard  earth  around ;  above 
The  planets  heard  ;   and  not  unheard  in  hell ; 
Hell  has  her  wonder,  though  too  proud  to  prajfe. 
Is  Earth,  then,  more  infernal  ?  Has  fhe  thofe, 
Who  neither praife  (LORENZO  !)  nor  admire? 

LORENZO'S  admiration,  pre-engag'd, 
Ne'er  aflc'd  the  Moon  one  queftion  ;  never  held 
Leaft  correfpondence  with  a  fingle  ftar  ; 
Ne'er  rear'd  an  altar  to  the  ^ueeri  of  Heaven 
Walking  in  brightnefs  ;   or  her  train  ador'd. 
Their fublunary  rivals  have  long  fince 
Engrofs'd  his  whole  devotion  ;  Stars  malign, 
Which  made  the  fond  djlronomcr  run  mad ; 
Darken  his  ihteilefi,  corrupt  his  heart ; 
Caufe  him  to  facrifice  his  fame  and  peace 
To  momentary  madncfs,  call'd  delight. 
Idolater,  more  grofs  than  ever  kifs'd 
The  lifted  hand"  to  LUNA,  or  pour'd  out 

The  blood  to  JOVE  ! O  THOIT,  to  whom  belongs 

jill  facrifice  !   O  Thou  Great  JOVE  unfeign'd  ! 
DIVINE  INSTRUCTOR!  Thy/r/?  volume,  Tbt'f, 
For  Man's  pcrufal ;  All  in  CAPITALS  ! 

In 
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In  Moon,  and  Stars  (heav'n's  golden  alphabet !) 

Emblaz'd  to  feize  the  fight;  who  runs,  may  rtadi 

Who  reads,  can  under/land.     'Tis  unconfin'd 

To  Chrijlian  land,  or  Jewry  ;   fairly  writ, 

In  language  univerfal,  to  MANKIND  : 

A  language,  Lofty  to  the  learn'd  :    yet  Plain 

To  thofe  that  feed  the  flock,  or  guide  the  plough, 

Or,  from  his  hufk,  ftrike  out  the  bounding  grain. 

A  language,  worthy  the  GREAT  MIND,  that  fpeaks ! 

Preface,  and  Comment,  to  the  Sacred  Page  ! 

Which  oft  refers  its  reader  to  the  ikies, 

As  pre-fuppoiing  his  firft  leflbn  there, 

Arid  Scripture  felf  a  Fragment,  That  unread. 

Stupendous  book  of  wifdom,  to  the  wife  ! 

Stupendous  book  !  and  open'd,  NIGHT  !    by  Thee. 

By  Thee  much  open'd,  I  confefs,  O  Night ! 
Yet  morel  wifh  ;  but  how  lhall  I  prevail  ? 
Say,  gentle  Night !  whofe  modeft,  maiden  beams 
Give  us  a  new  creation,  and  prefent 
The  world's  great  picture  foften'd  to  the  fight  j 
Nay,  kinder  far,  far  more  indulgent  itill, 
Say,  thou,  whofe  mild  dominion's  filver  key 
Unlocks  our  hemifphere,  and  fcts  to  view 
Worlds  beyond  number;  worlds  conceal'd  by  day. 
Behind  the  proud,  and  envious  ftar  of  noon  ! 

Canft  thou  not  draw  a  deeper  fcene  ?- And  mew 

The  Mighty  POTENTATE,  to  whom  belong 

Thefe  rich  Regalia  pcmpoufly  difplay'd 

To  kindle  that  high  hope  ?   Like  him  of  UK, 

D  6  j  Paze 
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I  gaze  around  ;    I  fearch  on  ev'ry  fide • 

O  for  a  glimpfe  of  HIM  my  foul  adores  ! 

As  the  chas'd  hart,   amid  the  defart  wafte, 

Pants  for  the  living  ftream  ;  for  HIM  who  made  her, 

So  pants  the  thirfty  foul,  amid  the  blank 

Of  fubl unary  joys.     Say,  goddefs !  Where  ? 

Where,  blazes #/j  bright  court?  Where  burns  ///'/throne  I 

Thon  know'il ;  for  Thou  art  near  Him ;  by  Thee,  round 

Mis  grand  pavilion,  facred  fame  reports 

The  fable  curtain  drawn.     If  not,  can  none 

Of  thy  fair  daughter-train,  fo  fvvift  of  wing, 

"Who  travel  far,   cifcover  where  He  dwells  ? 

A  Star  His  dwelling  pointed  out  below, 

Ye  Pleiades  !  drtlurus  !    Ma-zarcth  ! 

And  thou,  Orion  !  of  (till  keener  eye  ! 

Say  ye,  who  guide  the  wilder'd  in  the  waves, 

And  bring  them  out  of  temped  into  port ! 

On  which  hand  mufl  I  bend  my  courfe  to  find  Him  ? 

Thefe  courtiers  keep  the  fecret  of  their  KING  ; 

I  wake  whole  nights,  in-  vain,  to  fleal  it  from  them. 

I  wake;  and,  waking,  climb  Night's  radiant  fcale, 
From  fphere  to  fphero  ;   the  ilcps  by  nature  fet 
For  man's  afcent ;   at  once  to  te^pt  and  aid', 
To  tempt  his  eye,  and  at  a  his  tow'ring  thought; 
Till  it  arrives  at  the  Great  GOAL  of  all. 

In  ardent  Contemplation's  rapid  car, 
From  Earth,  as  from  my  barrier,  I  fet  out. 
How  fwift  I  mount !  DiminifiVd  Earth  recedes; 
I  pafs  the  Mean  ;    and,   from  her  farther  fide, 
I'krce  heav'n's  blue  curtain  $    ftrike  into  Remote  ; 

4  Where, 
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Where,  with  his  lifted  tube,  the  fubtil  fage 
His  artificial,  airy  journey  takes, 
And  to  Celeftial  lengthens  Human  fight. 
I  paufe  at  ev'ry  Planet  on  my  road, 
And  aflc  for  HIM  who  gives  their  orbs  to  roll, 
Their  foreheads  fair  to  fhine.     From  SATURN'S  ring, 
In  which,  of  Earths  an  army  might  be  loft, 
With  the  bold  Comet,   take  my  bolder  flight, 
Amid  thofeyW 'reign  glories  of  the  ikies, 
Of  independant,  native  luftre,  proud; 
The  fouls  of  fyftems  !   and  the  lords  of  life, 
Thro'  their  wide  empires  ! — What  behold  I  now  f 
A  wildernefs  of  wonder  burning  round  ; 
Where  larger  funs  inhabit  higher  ipheres  j 
Perhaps  the  "villas  of  defcending  gods  ; 
Nor  halt  I  here ;  my  toil  is  but  begun  ; 
'Tis  but  the  threfliold  of  the  DEHT ; 
Or,  far  beneath  it,  I  am  groveling  ftill. 
Nor  is  it  itrange ;  I  built  on  a  miicake  ; 
The  grandeur  of  his  works,   whence  fully  fought 
For  aid,  to  reafon  fets  his  glory  higher  ; 
Who  built  thus  high  for  worms  (mere  worms  to  Him) 
O  where,  LORENZO  !    mutt  the  BUILDER  dwell  ? 

Paufe,  then ;    and,  for  a  moment,  here  refpire — 
If  human  thought  can  keep  its  ftation  Here. 
Where  am  I  ?-  Where  is  Earti)?-^ ay,  where  art  Thou, 
O  Sun  ? — Is  the  fun  turn'd  rcclufe  ? — And  are 
His  boafted  expeditions  Ihort  to  Mine  ? — 
To  mine,  how  fliort !  On  Nature's  Alps  I  ftand, 
And  fee  a  thoufand  firmaments  beneath  ! 

A  thou~ 
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A  thoufand  fyftems !  as  a  thoufand  grains ! 
So  much  a  ftranger,  and  fo  late  arriv'd, 
How  can  man's  curious  fpirit  not  enquire, 
What  are  the  natives  of  this  world  fublime, 
Of  this  fo  foreign,  un-terrellrial  fpherc, 
Where  mortal,  untranjlated,  never  ftray'd  ? 
**  O  ye,  as  diftant  from  my  little  home, 
*'  As  fwifteft  fun-beams  in  an  age  can  fly  ! 
"  Far  from  my  native  element  I  roam, 
"  In  queft  of  New,  and  Wonderful,  to  man. 
"  What  province  This,  of  His  immenfe  domain, 
"  Whom  All  obeys  ?   Or  mortals  here,  or  gods  ? 
"  Ye  bord'rers  on  the  coafts  of  blifs !  what  are  you  ? 
'*  A  colony  from  heav'n  ?-  Or,  only  rnis'd, 
"  By  frequent  vifit  from  heav'n's  neighbouring  realms, 
"  To  fecondary  gods,  and  half  divine?— 
*'  Whate'er  your  nature,  This  is  paft  difpute, 
"  Far  other  life  you  live,  far  other  tongue 
*'  You  talk,  far  other  thought,  perhaps,  you  think, 
"  Than  man.     How  various  are  the  works  of  God  ! 
"  But  fay,  What  thought  ?  Is  Reafon  here  inthron'd, 
"  And  abfolute  ?   Or  Scnfe  in  arms  againft  her  ? 
"  Have  you  Tnvo  lights  ?    Or  need  you  no  reward? 
"  Enjoy  your  happy  realms  their  golden  age  ? 
"  And  had  your  EDEN  an  abftemious  EVE  ? 
"  Oar  EVE'S  fair  daughters  prove  their  pedigree, 
"  And  afk  their  ADAMS — "  Who  would  not  be  nut/e ?" 
ft  Or,  if  your  mother  fell,  are  you  redeemed? 
"  And  if  redeem'd — is  yourRedeemerycc;-«V/) 

"  Js  This  your  final  rcfidence  ?  If  not, 

7  "  Change 
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"  Change  you  your  fcene,  Translated?  Or  by  Death  ? 

"  And  if  by  Death ;  What  Death  /"—Know  you  Difeafe  ? 

«'  Or  horrid  War  ? — With  war,  this  fatal  hour, 

"  EUROPA  groans  (fo  call  we  a  fmall  field, 

"  Where  kings  runraad).  In  Our  world, DEATH  deputes 

"  Intemperance  to  do  the  work  of  Age ; 

44  And,  hanging  up  the  quiver  Nature  gave  him, 

"  As  flow  of  Execution,  for  difpatch 

"  Sends  forth  Imperial  butchers ;  bids  them  flay 

14  Their  (heep  (the  filly  fheep  they  fleec'd  before), 

<l  And  tofs  him  twice  ten  thoufand  at  a  meal. 

"  Sit  all  your  executioners  on  thrones  ? 

44  With  you,  can  rage  for  plunder  make  a  god? 

"  And  bloodjhed  wafh  outev'ry  other  ftain  ?— 

"  But  You,  perhaps,  can't  bleed :  From  matter  grofs 

"  Your  Spirits  clean,  are  delicately  clad 

"  In  fine-fpun  ^Ether,  privileg'd  to  foar, 

"  Unloaded,  uninfefted  ;   How  unlike 

*'  The  lot  of  man  !  How  few  of  human  race 

44  By  their  own  mud  unmurdered  !  How  we  wage 

"  Self-war  eternal ! — fs  your  painful  day 

"  Of  hardy  conflict  o'er  ?    Or,  are  you  flill 

"  Raw  candidates  at  fchool  ?    And  have  you  thofe 

44  Who  difaffeft  Reverfons,  as  with  Us  ?— 

"  But  what  are  Wt  ?  You  never  heard  of  Man ; 

"  Or  Earth,  the  Bedlam  of  the  univerfe  ! 

44  Where  Reafon  (un-difeas'd  with  You)  runs  mad, 

*'  And  nurfes  Follfs  children  as  her  own  ; 

14  Fond  of  the  fouleft.     In  the  facred  mount 

44  Of  Holinefs,  where  reafon  is  pronounc'd 

44  Infallilh  ; 
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"  Inf alii  bit ',  and  thunders,  like  a  god; 

"  Ev'j^  there,  by  Saints,  the  Damons  are  outdone  ; 

"  What  Thefe  think  wrong,  our  Saints  refine  to  right ; 

"  And  kindly  teach  dull  hell  her  own  black  arts  ; 

"  SATAN,  inltrufted,  o'er  their  morals  fmiles. — 

"  But  This,  how  ftrange  to  You,  who  know  not  Man  / 

«'  Has  the  leaft  rumour  of  our  race  arriv'd  ? 

"  Cftll'd&f*  ELIJAH  in  his  flaming  car? 

"  Part  by  you  the  good  ENOCH,  on  his  road 

"  To  thofe  fair  fields,  whence  LUCIFER  was  hurl'd  ; 

"  Who  brufh'd,  perhaps,  your  fphere  in  hisdefcent, 

"  Stain'd  your  pure  cryflal  ^Ether,  or  let  fall 

"  A  (horteclipie  fruin  his  portentous  made  ? 

"  O  1   that  the  fiend  had  lodg*  i  on  feme  broad  orb 

"  Athwart  his  way  ;  nor  reach'd  his  prefent  home, 

"  Then  blacken'd  Earth  with  footlteps  foul'd  in  hell, 

*'  Norwam'd  in  Ocean,  as  from  I-IOME  he  paft 

"  To  BRITAIN'S  ifle  ;  too,  top,  confyicuous  There?" 

But  this  is  all  digreffion  :  Where  is  HE, 
That  o'er  heav'n's  battlements  the  felon  hurl'd 
To  groans,  and  chains,  anddarknefs  ?  Where  is  HE, 
Who  fees  creation's  fummit  in  a  vale  ? 
HE,  Whom,  while  man  is  Man,  he  can't  but  feek  ; 
And  if  he  finds,  commences  more  than  man  ? 
O  for  a-telefcope  his  throne  to  reach  ! 
Tell  me,  ye  learn'd  on  Earth  !  or  bleft  Above  J 
Ye  fearching,  ye  Newtonian  angels  !   tell, 
Where,  your  Great  MASTER'S  orb  ?  His  planets,  where? 
Thofe  confcious  Satellites,  thofe  Morning  Jiars, 
Firft-born  of  DEITY  !  from  central  love, 
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By  veneration  moft  profound,  fir       i  off; 
By  fweet  attraftion,  no  lefs  ftrongw  drawn  ; 
AvSd,  and  yet  raptur'd*,    raptur\.,  yztferene  ; 
Pad  thought  illuftrious,  but  with  bonow'd  beams ; 
In  ftill  approaching  circles,  ftill  remote, 
Revolving  round  the  fun's  eternal  SIRE  i 
Or  fent,  in  lines  direft,  on  embaflies 
To  nations — in  what  latitude  ? — Beyond 
Terreftrial  thought's  horizon  ! — And  on  whaf 
High  errands  fent  ? — Here  human  effort  ends  ; 
And  leaves  me  ftill  a  ftranger  to  His  throne. 

Full  well  it  might !   I  quite  miftook  my  road. 
Born  in  an  age  more  Curious  than  Devout ; 
More  fond  to  fix  Replace  of  heav'n,  or  hell, 
Than  ftudious  this  to  fhun,  or  that  fecure. 
'Tis  not  the  curious,  but  the  pious  path, 
That  leads  me  to  my  point:   LORENZO  !  know, 
Without  or  Star,  or  Angel,  for  their  guide, 
Who  worfhip  GOD,  mall/»</  him.     Humble  Lovft 
And  not  proud  Reafon,  keeps  the  door  of  heav'n  ; 
Love  finds  admiffion,  where  proud  Science  fails. 
Man's  fcience  is  the  culture  of  his  heart ; 
And  not  to  lofe  his  plumbet  in  the  depths 
Of  Nature,  or  the  more  profound  of  GOD. 
Either  to  know,  is  an  attempt  that  fets 
The  wifeft  on  a  level  with  the  fool. 
To  fathom  Nature  (ill-attempted  Here  f) 
Paft  doubt  is  deep  philofophy  Above  ; 
Higher  degrees  in  blifs  archangels  take, 
As  deeper  learnM  j  the  deepeft,  learning  ftill. 

For, 
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For,  what  a  thunder  of  omnipotence 

(So  might  I  dare  to  fpeak)  is/een  in  All ! 

In  Man  !  in  Earth  !  in  more  amazing  Skies  ! 

Teaching  this  leffon,  Pride  is  loth  to  learn  — — 

"  Not  deeply  to  difcern,  not  much  to  know, 

11  Mankind  was  born  to  WONDER,  and  ADORE." 

And  is  there  caufe  for  higher  wonder  ftil!, 
Than  that  which  ftruck  us  from  our  pall  furveys  ? 
Yes  ;  and  for  deeper  adoration  too. 
From  my  late  airy  travel  unconfin'd, 
Havel  learn'd nothing?— Yes,  LORENZO!  This; 
Each  of  thefe  ftars  is  a  religious  houfe  ; 
I  faw  their  altars  fmoke,  their  incenfe  rife  ; 
And  heard  Ho/annas  ring  thro'  ev'ry  fphere, 
A  feminary  fraught  with  future  gods. 
Nature  all  o'er  is  confecrated  ground, 
Teeming  with  growths  immortal,  and  divine. 
The  Great  PROPR  i ETOR'S  all-bounteous  hand 
Leaves  nothing  wafte  ;   but  fows  thefe  fiery  fields 
With  feeds  ofreafon,  which  to  virtues  rife 
Beneath  His  genial  ray  ;  and,  if  efcap'd 
The  peftilential  blafts  of  ftubborn  'will, 
When  grown  mature,  are  gather'd  for  the  fkies. 
And  is  Devotion  thought  too  much  on  earth, 
When  beings,  fo  fuperior,  homage  boa/I, 
And  triumph  in  probations  to  THE  THRONE  ? 

But  wherefore  more  of  planets,  or  of  ftars  ? 
Ethereal  journeys,  and,  difcover'd  there, 
Ten  thoufand  worlds,  ten  thoufand  ways  devout, 
All  Nature  fending  incenfe  to  THE  THRONE, 

Except 
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Except  the  bold  LORENZOS  of  Our  fphere  ? 
Op'ning  the  folemn  fources  of  my  foul, 
Since  I  have  pour'd,  like  feign'd  ERIDANUS, 
My  flowing  numbers  o'er  the  flaming  flties, 
Nor  fee,  of 'fancy,  or  of  faff,  what  more 

Invites  the  mufe. Here  turn  we,  and  review 

Our  paft  nocturnal  landfchape  wide  : — Then  fay, 
Say,  then,  LORENZO!   with  what  burft  of  heart, 
The  whole,  at  once,  revolving  in  his  thought, 
Muft  man  exclaim,  adoring,  and  aghaft? 
"  O  what  a  root !  O  what  a  branch,  is  here  ! 
"  O  what  a  Father !  What  a  Family  ! 
"  Worlds !  fyflems !  and  creations ! — And  creations, 
"  In  one  agglomerated  clufter,  hung, 
«'  *  Great  VINE !  OnTnEE,  on  THEE  the  clufter  hangs ; 
"  The  filial  clufter  !   infinitely  fpread 
"  In  glowing  globes,  with  various  being  fraught ; 
"  And  drinks  (neclareous  draught!)  immortal  life. 
"  Or,  {hall  I  fay  (for  iubo  can  fay  enough  ?) 
"  A  conftellation  often  thoufand  gems, 
"  (And,  O  !   of  what  dimenfion  !  of  what  weight  1) 
"  Set  in  one  Signet,  flames  on  the  right  hand 
«'  Of  MAJESTY  DIVINE  I  The  blazing  Seal, 
"  That  deeply  {lamps,  on  all  created  mind, 
"  Indelible,  His  fovereign  attributes, 
"  OMNIPOTENCE,  and  LOVE  !  7£a/,  paffing  bound  : 
"  And  This,  furpafling  That.     Nor  flop  we  If  ere, 
"  For  want  of  Pow'r  in  GOD,  but  Thought  in  MAN. 
"  Ev'n  This  acknowledg'd,  leaver  us  ftillin  debt : 
*  John  xv,  x« 

««  If 
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"  If  Greater  aught,  That  Gr.-ater  all  is  THINE, 

*'  DREAD  SIRE  ! — Accept  ti  is  Miniature  of  THEE  ; 

"  And  pardon  an  Attempt  from  mortal  thought, 

"  In  which  archangels  might  have  fail'd,  unblam'd." 

How  fuch  ideas  of  th'  ALMIGHTY'S  /Wr, 
And  fuch  ideas  of  th'  ALMIGHTY'S  Plan, 
(Ideas  not  abfurd)  diftend  the  thought 
Of  feeble  mortals  !    Nor  of  them  alone  ! 
The  fulrefs  of  the  DEITY  breaks  forth 
In  Inconceivable*  to  men,  and  gods. 
Think,  then,  O  think  ;  nor  ever  drop  the  thought; 
How  /eiu  muft  Man  defcend,  when  Gods  adore  ! 
Have  I  not,  then,  accomplifh'd  my  proud  boaft  ? 
Did  I  not  tell  thee,  "  *  We  would  mount,  LORENZO  I 
tr  And  kindle  our  devotion  at  the  Stars  ?" 

And  have  IfaiTd  ?   And  did  I  fatter  thee  J 
And  art  all  adamant  ?   And  doft  confute 
All  urg'd,  with  one  irrefragable  Smile  ? 
LORENZO  !  Mirth  how  miferable  here  ! 
Swear  by  the  Stars,  by  HIM  who  made  them,  fwear, 
Thy  heart,  henceforth,  fhall  be  as  pure  as  They  : 
Then  rbou,  like  Them,  fhz.lt  Jhine ;  like  Them,  (halt  rift 
From  low  10  lofty;  from  obfcare  to  bright; 
By  due  gradation,  Nature's  facred  law. 
The  Stars,  from  whence  ?— Afe  Cbaos—Ht  can  tell. 
Thefe  bright  temptations  to  idolatry, 
From  Darknefs,  and  Confu/on,  took  their  birth  ; 
Sons  of  Deformity  !   from  fluid  dregs 
Tartarean,  firft  they  rofe  to  mafles  rude  ; 

*P'6"4'  And 
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And  then,  to  fpheres  opaque ;  Then  dimly  fhone  ; 

Then  brighten'd  ;  Then  blaz'd  out  in  perfeB  day% 

Nature  delights  in  progrefs ;  in  advance 

From  worfe  to  better:  But,  when  Minds  afcend, 

Progrefs,  in  part,  depends  upon  tkemfclves. 

Heav'n  aids  exertion  ;  Greater  makes  the  Great ; 

The  voluntary  Little  leffcns  more. 

O  be  a  Man!  and  thou  fhalt  be  a  God! 

And  Half  Self-made  ! — Ambition  how  divine! 

O  Thou,  ambitious  of  difgrace  alone  ! 
Still  undevout  ?  unkindled  ?— — Tho'  high-taught, 
School'd  by  the  fkies,  and  pupil  of  the  ftars  j 
Rank  coward  to  the  fafhionable  world  ! 
Art  thou  ajharn'd  to  bend  thy  knee  to  heaven  ? 
Curft  fume  of  pride,  exhal'd  from  deepeft  hell ! 
Pride  in  Religion  is  man's  higheft  praife. 
Bent  on  deftru&ion  !  and  in  love  with  death  ! 
Not  all  thefs  luminaries,  quench'd  at  once, 
Were  half  fo  fad,  as  one  benighted  mind, 
Which  gropes  for  happinefs,  and  meets  defpair. 
How,  like  a  widow  in  her  weeds,  the  Nigh, 
Amid  herglimm'ring  tapers,  filent  fits  ! 
How  forrowful,  how  defolate,  fhe  weeps 
Perpetual  dews,  and  faddens  nature's  fcene  ! 
A  fcene  more  fad  Sin  makes  the  darken'd  foul, 
AH  comfort  kills,  nor  leaves  one  fpark  alive. 

Tho'  blind  of  heart,  ftill  open  is  thine  eye : 
Why  fuch  magnificence  in  all  thou  feeft  ? 
Of  Matter's  grandeur,  know,  one  end  is  This, 
To  tell  the  Rational,  who  gazes  on  it— 

<«  Tho* 
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"  Tho'  That  immenfely  Great,  ftill  Greater  He, 

**  Whofe  breail,  capacious,  can  embrace,  and  lodge, 

"  UnburdenV!,  nature's  univerfal  fcheme; 

"  Can  grafp  Creation  with  a. Jingle  thought ; 

"  Creation  grafp  ;  and  not  exclude  its  SIRE" — 

To  tell  him  farther — "  It  behoves  him  much 

*'  To  guard  th'  important,  yet  depending,  fate 

"  Of  being,  brighter  than  a  thoufand  funs: 

'«  One  fmgle  ray  of  Thought  outlhines  them  all."— 

And  if  man  hears  obedient,  foon  he'll  foar 

Superior  heights,  and  on  his  purple  wing, 

His  purple  wing  bedrop'd  with  eyes  of  gold, 

Rifing,  where  Thought  is  now  deny'd  to  rife, 

Look  down  triumphant  on  thefe  dazzling  fpheres. 

Why  then  perfift  ? — No  mortal  ever  liv'd 
But,  dying,  he  pronounc'd  (when  words  are  true) 

The  whole  that  charms  thee,  abfolutely  vain  ; 

Vain,  and  far  worfe  ! — Think  Thou,  with  dying  men  ; 

O  condefcend  to  think  as  angels  think  ! 

O  tolerate  a  chance  for  happinefs  ! 

Our  nature  fuch,  ill  choice  enfures  ill  fate  ; 

And  hell  had  been,  tho'  there  had  been  no  God. 

Doft  thou  not  know,  my  new  aftronomer  ! 

Earth,  turning  from  the  Sun,  brings  night  to  man  ? 

Man,  turning  from  his  Goo",  brings  endlefs  night ; 

Where  thou  canft  read  no  morals,  find  no  friend, 

Amend  no  manners,  and  expeft  no  peace. 

How  deep  the  darknefs  !    and  the  groan,  how  loud  ! 

And  far,  how  far,  from  lambent  are  the  flames  !— 

Such  is  LORENZO'S  purchafe  !  Such  his  praife  ! 

The 
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The  proud,   the  politic,  LORENZO'S  praife  ! 
Tho'  in  his  ear,  and  levell'd  at  his  heart, 
I've  half  read  o'er  the  volume  of  the  fkies. 

For  think  not  thou  haft  heard  all  this  from  me ; 
My  fong  but  echoes  what  Great  Nature  fpeaks. 
What  has  fhe  fpoken  ?   Thus  the  goddefs  {poke, 
Thus  fpeaks  for  ever : — "  Place,  at  nature's  head, 
"  A  fov'reign,  which  o'er  all  things  rolls  his  eye, 
*'  Extends  his  wing,  promulgates  his  commands, 
"  But,  above  all,  diffufes  endlefs  good  ; 
"  3"o  'whom,  for  fure  redrefs,  the  wrong'd  may  fly  ; 
"  The  vile,  for  mercy  ;  and  the  pain'd,  for  peace; 
"  By 'whom,  the  various  tenants  of  thefe  fpheres, 
"  Diverfify'd  in  fortunes,  place,  and  powers, 
'*  Rais'd  in  enjoyment,  as  in  worth  they  rife, 
"  Arrive  at  length  (if  worthy  fuch  approach) 
"  At  that  blefl  fountain-head,  from  which  they  flream; 
"  Where  conflict  paft  redoubles  prefent  joy  ; 
"  And  prefent  joy  looks  forward  on  increafe  ; 
"  And  That,  on  more  ;   no  period  !   ev'ry  ftep 
"  A  double  boon  !  a  Promrfe,  and  a  Bltf." 
How  eafy  fits  this  fcheme  on  human  hearts ! 
It  fuits  their  make  j   it  fooths  their  vaft  defires  ; 
Pajfion  is  pleas'd  ;    and  Reafon  afks  no  more  ; 
'Tis  rational !  'tis  Great ! — But  what  is  'I'hlne  ? 
It  darkens  !   ihocks !   excruciates  !  and  confounds  1 
Leaves  us  quite  naked,  both  of  help,  and  hope, 
Sinking  from  bad  to  worfe  ;    few  years,  the  fport 
Of  Fortune  ;   then  the  morfel  of  Defpair. 

Say,  then,  LORENZO  !  (for  thou  know'A  it  well) 

What's 
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What's  Vice?—' Mere  want  of  compafs  in  our  thought. 

Rtligion,  what  ? — The  proof  of  Common-fenfe* 

How  art  thou  whooted,  where  the  Leaft  prevails ! 

Is  it  my  fault,  \itkefe  Truths  call  thee  Fool? 

And  thou  {halt  never  be  mifcaWd  by  me. 

Can  neither  Shame,  nor  Terror,  ftand  thy  Friend  ? 

And  art  thouy?///  an  infeft  in  the  mire  ? 

How,  like  thy  guardian  angel,  have  I  flown  ; 

Snatch'd  thee  from  earth  ;   efcorted  thee  thro'  all 

Th'  ethereal  armies ;   walkt  thee,  like  a  God, 

Thro'  fpl-jndors  of  firft  magnitude,  arrang'd 

On  either  hand  ;   clouds  thrown  beneath  thy  feet ; 

Clofe-crais'd  on  the  bright  paradife  of  GOD  ; 

And  almofl  introduc'd  thee  to  THE  THRONE  ! 

And  art  thou  ftill  caroufing,  for  delight, 

Rank  poifon  ;    firft,  fermenting  to  merefrotb, 

And  then  fubfiding  into  final  gall  ? 

To  beings  of  fublime,  immortal  make, 

How  mocking  is  all  joy,  whofe  end  is  fure  ! 

Such  joy,  more  fhocking  ftill,  the  more  it  charms ! 

And  doft  thou  chufe  what  ends  ere  well-begun  ; 

And  infamous,  as  fhort  ?    And  doft  thou  chufe 

(Thou,  to  whofe  palate  Glory  is  fo  fweet) 

To  wade  into  perdition,   thro'  conietr.pi, 

Not  of  poor  bigots  only,  but  thy  own  ? 

For  I  have  peep'd  into  thy  cover'd  heart, 

And  feen  it  blufh  beneath  a  boaftful  brow  ; 

For,  by  ftrong  guilt's  moft  violent  aflault, 

Confcience  is  but  difabled,   not  dejlroy'd. 

O  thou  moft  Aweful  Being ;    and  moft  Vain  ! 

Thy 
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Thy  will,  how  frail !   how  glorious  is  thy  power  ! 

Though  dread  ETERNITY  has  fown  her  feeds 

Of  blifs,  and  woe,  in  thy  defpotic  breaft; 

Though  heav'n,  and  hell,  depend  upon  thy  choice; 

A  butterfly  comes  crofs,  and  both  are  fled. 

Is  This  the  pifture  of  a  rational  ? 

This  horrid  image,  fliall  it  be  moft  juft  ? 

LORENZO  !  No  :  It  cannot,—/^//  not,  be, 

If  there  is  force  in  Reafon;  or,  in  Sounds 

Chanted  beneath  the  glimpfes  of  the  mooa, 

A  magic,  at  this  planetary  hour, 

When  Jlumber  locks  the  gen'ral  lip,  and  dreams 

Through  fenfelefs  mazes  hunt  fouls  un-i»fpir'd. 

Attend — The  facred  myfteries  begin—— 

My  folemn  Night-Lorn  adjuration  hear; 

Hear,  and  I'll  raife  thy  fpirit  from  the  dud ; 

While  theyforr  gaze  on  this  inchantment  new, 

Inchantment,  not  Infernal,  but  Divine  ! 

"  BY  Silence,  DEATH'S  peculiar  attribute  ; 
"  BY  Darknefs,   GUILT'S  inevitable  doom; 
«'  BY  Darkaefs,  and  by  Silence,  filters  dread  ! 
"  That  draw  the  curtain  round  NIGHT'S  ebon  throne, 
"  Arid  raife  ideas,  folemn  as  the  fcene  1 
"  BY  NIGHT,  and  all  of  aweful,  Night  prefents 
"  To  Thought,  or  Senfe  (of  aweful  much,  to  both, 
"  The  goddefs  brings) !  BY  Thefeher  trembling  Fires, 
"  Like  VESTA'S,  ever-burning;   and,  like  hen, 
"  Sacred  to  thoughts  immaculate,  and  pure! 
*'  BY  thefe  bright  orators,  that /row,  and  praife, 

VOL.  IV.  E  '<  And, 
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*'  And  prefs  thee  to  revere,  the  DEITY ; 

"  Perhaps,  too,  aid  thee,  when  rever'd  awhile, 

**  To  reach  bis  throne  ;  as  jlages  of  the  foul, 

"  Through  which,  at  different  periods,  (he  {hall  pafs, 

"  Refining  gradual,  for  her  final  height, 

-'  And  purging  off  fome  drofs  at  ev'ry  fphere  ! 

%t  BY  this  dark  pall  thrown  o'er  the  filer- 1  world ! 

"  BY  the  world's  kings,  and  kingdoms,  mofl  renown'd, 

•'  From  fhort  ambition's  zinitb  fet  for  ever ; 

*'Sad  prefage  to  vain  boaflers,  now  in  bloom  ! 

"  BY  the  long  lift  of  fwift  mortality, 

•'  From  ADAM  downward  to  this  er'ning  knell, 

•'  Which  midnight  waves  in  fancy's  flartled  eye  ; 

«' And  mocks  her  with  an  hundred  centuries,   ft^QU  jjt  f 

"  Round  death's   black   banner  throng'd,    in  human 

*'  BY  thoufands,  now,  refigning  their  lail  breath, 

*'  And  calling  thee — wert  thou  fo  wife  to  hear  ! 

«'  BY  tombs  o'er  tombs  arifmg;   human  earth 

««  Ejected,  to  make  room  for — human  earth  ; 

4<  The  monarch's  terror  !  and  the  fexton's  trade  ! 

"  BY  pompous  obfcquies  that  fhun  the  day, 

•'  The  torch  funereal,  and  the  nodding  plume, 

«'  Which  makes  poor  man's  humiliation  proud  ; 

«(  Boaft  of  our  ruin  !   triumph  of  our  dujl  ! 

"  BY  the  damp  vault  that  weeps  o'er  royal  bones ; 

"  And  the  pale  lamp  that  fhews  the  ghaftly  dead, 

44  More  ghaftly,  through  the  thick  incumbent  gloom  ! 

•'  BY  vifits  (if  there  are)  from  darker  fcenes, 

«•  The  gliding  fpcftre !  and  the  groaning  grave  ! 

7  "By 
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"  BY  groans,  and  graves,  and  miferies  that  groan 
"  For  the  grave's  flicker !   BY  defponding  menr 
"  Senfelels  to  pains  of  death,  from  pangs  of  guilt! 
"By  guilt's  laft  audit !   Bv  yon  moon  in  blood, 
"  The  rocking  firmament,  the  falling  fiars, 
"  And  thunder's  laft  difcharge,  great  nature's  knell  I 
*'  By  SECOND  chaos  ;  and  ETERNAL  wjjv&f"— 
Be  \^ISE — Nor  let  PHILANDER  blame  my  charm  ; 
But  own  not  ill  difcharg'd  my  double  debt, 
Love  to  the  living ;   duty  to  the  dead. 

For  know  I'm  but  executor  ;  be  left 
This  moral  legacy ;   /  make  it  o'er 
By  his  command  ;  PHILANDER  hear  in  me;1 
And  heav'n  in  both.— —If  deaf  to  thefe,  Oh  I  hear 
FLORELLO'S  tender  voice  ;   his  weal  depends 
On  thy  refolve  ;   it  trembles  at  thy  choice  ; 
For  his  fake — love  thyfelf:  example  ftrikes 
All  human  hearts ;   a  bad  example  more ; 
More  ftill  a  Father's ;   that  enfures  his  ruin. 
As  parent  of  his  being,  wouldit  thcu  prore 
Th'  unnatural  parent  of  his  miferies, 
And  make  him  curfe  the  being  which  thou  gav'ft  ? 
Is  this  the  bleffing  of  fo  fond  a  father  ? 
If  carelefs  of  LORENZO  !  fpare,  Oh!  fpare 
FLORELLO'S  father,  and  PHILANDER'S  friend! 
FLORELLO'S  father ruin'd,  ruins  Him; 
And  from  PHILANDER'S  friend  the 
A  conduct,  no  dilhonour  to  the  dead. 
Letfajion  do,  what««£&r  motive  ihould  ; 
E  2 
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Let  lo-ve,  and  emulation,  rife  in  aid 

To  reafon ;   and  perfuade  thee  to  be — bleft. 
This  feems  not  a  requeft  to  be  deny'd  ; 

Yet  (fach  th' infatuation  of  mankind!) 

'Tis  the  moft  bopelcfs,  man  can  make  to  man. 

Shall  I  then  rile,  in  argument,  aud  warmth  ? 

And  urge  PHILANDER'S  pofthumous  advice, 

From  topics  yet  unbroach'd  r 

But  Oh!  I  faint!   My  fpirits  fail! — Nor  ftrange! 

So  long  on  wing,  and  in  no  middle  clime  ! 

To  which  my  great  CREATOR'S  glory  call'd  : 
And  calls — but,  now,  in  vain.     Sleep's  dewy  wand 
Has  ftrok'd  my  drooping  lips,  and  promifes 
My  long  arrear  of  reft  ;   the  downy  god 
(Wont  td  return  with  our  returning  peace J 
Will  pay,  ere  long,  and  blefs  me  with  repofe. 
Hafte,  hafle,  fweet  flranger  !   from  the  peafant's  cot, 
The  (hip-boy's  hammock,  or  the  foldier's  flraw, 
Whence  forroiv  never  chas'd  thee  ;  with  thee  bring, 
Not  hideous  vifions,  as  of  late;  but  draughts 
Delicious  of  well-tafted,  cordial,  reft  ; 
Man's  rich  reftorative  ;   his  balmy  bath, 
That  fupples,  lubricates,  and  keeps  in  play 
The  various  movements  of  this  nice  machine, 
Which  afks  fuch  frequent  periods  of  repair. 
When  tir'd  with  vain  rotations  of  the  day, 
Sleep  winds  us  up  for  the  fucceeding  dawn ; 
Fre(h  we  fpin  on,  i\\\Jicknefs  clogs  our  wheels, 
Or  death  quite  breaks  the  fpring,  and  motion  ends. 
When  will  it  end  with  me  ? 

"  THOU 
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— —  "    1  nou  only  know'ft, 
*'  THOU,  whofe  broad  eye  the  future,  and  the/a/?, 
"  Joins  to  the  prefent ;  making  one  of  three 
"  To  moral  thought !  THOU  know'ft,  and  THOU  alone, 
"  All-knowing '.—All  unknown  !--And  yet  well-known! 
"  Near,  tho'  remote!  and,  tho'  unfathom'd,  felt! 
"  And,  tho'  invifible,  for  ever  feen  ! 
"  And  feen  in  all !   the  great  and  the  minute  : 
"  Each  globe  above,  with  its  gigantic  race, 
"  Each  flow'r,  each  leaf,  with  its  fmafl  people  fwarm'd, 
"  (Thofe  puny  vouchers  of  OMNIPOTENCE  !) 
•'  To  the-firft  thought,  that  zkstf<  Fromivbexce?"  declare 
"  Their  common fource.  THOU  Fountain,  running  o'er 
"  In  rivers  of  communicated  joy  ! 
"  Who  gav'ft  us  fpeech  for  far,  far  humbler  themes ! 
"  Say,  by  what  name  fhall  I  prefume  to  call 
"  HIM  I  fee  burning  in  thefe  countlefs  funs, 
*'  As  Mo/es,  in  the  lujb?  ILLUSTRIOUS  MIND  ! 
"  The  whole  creation,  lefs,  far  lefs,  to  Thee, 
"  Than  that  to  the  creation's  ample  round. 
"  How  ftiall  I  nameTnEE  ? — How  my  labouring  fouj, 
"  Heaves  underneath  the  thought,  too  big  for  birth ! 

"  Great  Syftcm  of  perfections !  Mighty  Caufe 
«'  Of  caufes  mighty  !   Caufe  uncaus'd !  Sole  Root 
*'  Of  nature,  tl*at  luxuriant  growth  of  GOD! 
"  Firft  Father  of  cjftfis  !   that  progeny 
"  Of  endlefs  feries;  where  the  golden  chain's 
"  Laft  link  admits  a  period,  who  can  tell  ? 
*'  Father  of  all  that  is  or  heard,  or  hears ! 
E  3 
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"  Father  of  all  that  is  or  feen,  or  fees ! 
«'  Father  of  all  that  is,  orjhall  arife  ! 
"  Father  of  this  immeafurable  mafs 
"  Of  matter  multiform  j  or  denfe,   or  rare  ; 
"  Opaque,  or  lucid ;  rapid,  or  at  reft  j 
*'  Minute,  or  paffing  bound  !  in  each  extreme 
•'  Of  like  amaze,  and  myftery,  to  man. 
"  Father  of  thefe  bright  millions  of  the  night  ! 
"  Of  which  the  leaft  full  Godhead  had  proclaim'd, 
"  And  thrown  the  gazer  on  hi;  knee — Or,  fay, 
"  Is  appellation  higher  ftill,  Thy  choice  ? 
"  Father  of  matter's  temporary  lords  ! 
"  Father  of/pirits  !  nobler  offspring!  fparks 
"  Of  high  paternal  glory ;  rich  endow'd 
"  With  various  meafures,  and  with  various  modes 
"  Of  tuft  in  ft,  rea/on,  intuition-,  beams 
"  More  pale,  or  bright  from  day  divine,  to  break 
•'  The  dark  of  matter  organized  (the  ware 
*'  Of  all  c reated  fpirit) ;   beams,  that  rife 
"  Each  over  other  in  foperior  light, 
*'  Till  the  laft  ripens  into  luftre  ftrong, 
"  Of  next  approach  to  GODHEAD.    Father  fond 
**  (Far  fonder  than  e'er  bore  that  name  on  earth) 
•••  Of  intelleftual  beings !  beings  bleft 
•«  With  pow'rs  to  pleafe  THEE  ;  not  of  paflive  ply 
•«  To  laws  they  know  not ;  beings  lodg'd  in  feats 
'«  Of  well-adapted  joys,  in  different  domes 
•'  Of  this  imperial  palace  for  thy  fons ; 
"  Of  this  proud,  populous,  well-policy'd, 
<{  Though  boundlefs  habitation,  plann'd  by  THBK  : 

«  Whofc 
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*'  Whofe  feveral  clans  their  feveral  climates  fult; 
"  And  tranfpofition,  doubtlefs,  would  deftroy. 
"Or,  Oh!   indulge,  immortal  KING,  indulge 
"  A  title,  lefs  auguft  indeed,  but  more 
"  Endearing;  ah  !   how  fweet  in  human  ears! 
"  Sweet  in  our  ears,  and  triumph  in  our  hearts-! 
"  Father  of  immortality  to  man  ! 
"  A  theme  that  f  lately  fet  my  foul  on  fire — 
"  And  THOU  the  NEXT  !  yet  equal  !  THOU,  by  whom 
"  That  blefling  was  convey'd  ;  far  more  !  was  bought  ; 
"  Ineffable  the  price  !   by  whom  all  worlds 
"  Were  made  ;  and  one,  redeem'd !   illuftrious  Light 
"  From  Light  illuftrious  !  THOU,  whofe  regal  power, 
"  Finite  in  time,  but  infinite  \nfpacs, 
"  On  more  than  adamantine  bafis  fix'd, 
"  O'er  more,  far  more,  than  diadems,  and  thrones, 
*'  Inviolably  reigns  ;  the  Dread  of  gods ! 
*'  And  Oh  !   the  Friend tf  man  !  beneath  whofe  foot, 
"  And  by  the  mandate  of  whofe  aweful  nod, 
"  All  regions,  revolutions,  fortunes,  fates, 
«'  Of  high,  of  low,  of  mind,  and  matter,  roll 
'«  Through  the  fliort  channels  of  expiring  timtt 
"  Or  fhorelefs  ocean  of  eternity, 
"  Calm,  or  tempeftuous  (as  thy  Spirit  breathes), 
"  In  abfolute  fubjeftion  ! — And,  O  THOU 
«'  The  glorious  THIRD  !  Diftindl,  not  feparatel 
"  Beaming  from  Both  !  with  Both  incorporate  ; 
"  And  (ftrange  to  tell !)  incorporate  with  duft  ! 

f  Nights  the  Sixth  and  Seventh, 

E  4  «« Bf 
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"  By  condefcenfion,  as  Thy  glory,  great, 

"  Enfhrin'd  in  man  !   Of  human  hearts,  if  pure, 

"  Divine  inhabitant !   The  tie  divine 

"  Of  heav'n  with  diflant  earth  !  by  whom,  I  truft, 

"  (If  not  infpir'd)  uncenfur'd  this  addrefs 

"  ToTHEE,toTHEM — Towhom ?— Myfterious Power! 

"  Reveal'd — yet  unreveal'd  !  Darknefs  in  light ; 

"  Number  in  unity  !  our  Joy  !  our  Dread  ! 

**  The  Triple  Bolt  that  lays  all  wrong  in  ruin  ! 

'"  That  animates  all  right,  the  Trifle  Sun  ! 

"  Sun  of  the  foul!   her  never-fetting  fun  ! 

"  Triune,  Unutterable,  Unconcciv'd, 

"  Abfconding,  yet  Demonftrable,  GREAT  GOD  ! 

"  Greater  than  Greateft  !  Better  than  the  Beft  ! 

"  Kinder  than  kindeft  !   with  foft  pity's  eye, 

"  Or  (flronger  ftill  to  fpeak  it)  with  Thine  Own, 

"  From  Thy  bright  home,  from  that  high  Firmament, 

"  Where  THOU,  from  all  eternity,  haft  dwelt ; 

"  Beyond  archangels  unafluled  ken  ; 

"  From  far  above  what  mortals  higheftcall; 

"  From  elevation's  pinnacle ;  look  down, 

"  Through— What  f  Confounding  interval !  Thro*  all 

"  And  more  than  lab'rirg/i?»ry  can  conceive- 

"  Through  radiant  ranks  of  efTences  unknown  ; 

"  Through  hierarchies  from  hierarchies  detach'd 

4<  Round  various  banners  of  OMNIPOTENCE, 

"  With  endlefs  change  of  rapturous  duties  fii'd  ; 

«'  Through  wond'rous  beings  interpofing  fvvarms, 

"  All  cluftering  at  the  call,  to  dwell  in  THKU  ; 

1  '•  Through 
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•'  Through  this  wide  wafte  of  worlds  !  this  o;iy?avaft, 

'*  All  fanded  o'er  with  funs;  funsturn'd  to  night 

"  Before /^jfeebleit  beam — Look  down — down — down> 

"  On  a  poor  breathing  particle  in  dufl, 

"  Or,  lower,  an  immortal  in  his  crimes. 

"  His  crimes  forgive  !  forgive  his  virtues,  too  f 

"  Thofe  fmaller  faults,  half-converts  to  the  right. 

"  Nor  let  me  clofe  thefe  eyes,  which  never  more 

4<  May  fee  the  fun  (though  night's  defcending  fcale 

"  Now  weighs  up  morn),  unpity'd,  and  unbleft! 

"  In  <Thy  difpleafure  dwells^r«,z/pain  ; 

"  Pain,  our  averfion  ;  pain,  which  flrikes  me  now ; 

*'  And,  fince  all  pain  is  terrible  to  man, 

««  Though  tranfient,  terrible;  at  Thy  good  hour, 

"  Gently,  ah  gently,  lay  me  in  my  bed, 

"  My  day-cold  bed!  by  nature,  now,  fo  near; 

"  By  nature,  near  ;   ftill  nearer  by  difeafe  ! 

'«  Till  then,  be  this,  an  emblem  of  my  grave  : 

"  Let  it  out-preach  the  preacher;  ev'ry  night 

*'  Let  it  out-cry  the  boy  at  PHILIP'S  ear; 

"  That  tongue  of  death  !  that  herald  of  the  tomb ! 

•'  And  when  (the  flicker  of  thy  wing  implor'd) 

"  Myfen/es,  footh'd,  ihall  fink  in  foft  repofe, 

"  O  fink  this  truth  ftill  deeper  in  my  foul, 

* '  Suggefted  by  my  pillow,  fign'd  by  fate, 

«'  Firft,  in  fate's  volume,  at  the  page  of  man— 

*'  Man's  Jickly  foul,  though  turrfdand  toff  d for  ever, 

"  From  fide  to  fide  >  can  reft  on  nought  but  THEE  : 

*'  Hert,  infulltruft,  hereafter,  in  full  joy  ; 

E  S  "  On 
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"  On  TREE,  the  promis'd,  fare,  eternal  down 
"  Of  fpirits,  toil'd  in  travel  through  this  vale. 
"  Nor  of  that  pillow  fhall  my  foul  defpond  ; 
•*  For — liove  almighty  !  Love  almighty  !  (fing, 
"  Exult,  creation  !)  Love  almighty,  reigns ! 
"  That  death  of  death  !  that  cordial  of  defpair  ! 
'**  And  loud  ETERNITT'S  triumphant  fong  ! 
'*  Ofwhom,  no  more:— For,  O  Thou  PATRON-GOD! 

**  Thou  God  and  Mortal!  Thence  more  GOD  to  man ! 

"  Man's  theme  eternal !   man's  eternal  theme ! 

"  THOU  can'ft  not  'fcape  uninjur'd  from  ourfraifi. 

*'  Uninjur'd  from  our  praifetan  HE  efcape, 

*'  Who,  difembofom'd  from  the  FATHER,  bows 

"  The  heav'n  of  heav'ns,  to  kifs  the  diflant  earth  * 

"  Breathes  out  in  agonies  a  finlefs  foul ! 

*'  Againft  the  Cro/s,  Death's  iron  fceptre  breaks  ! 

"  From  famifh'd  ruin  plucks  her  human  prey  ! 

"  Throws  wide  the  gates  celeftial  to  hhfoes  ! 

**  Their  gratitude,  for  fuch  a  boundlefs  debt, 

"  Deputes  their  faff*  ring  brothers  to  receive  ! 

«'  And,  if  deep  human  guilt  in  payment  fails; 

•'  As  deeper  guilt  prohibits  our  dtffair  ! 

"  Injoins  it,  as  our  duty,  to  rejoice  ! 

**  And  (to  clofe  all)  omnipotently  kind, 

"  J  Fakes  his  delights  among  tkefons  of  men  "     [heav'n  1 
What  words  are  thefe — And   did  they  come  from 

And  were  they  fpoke  toinan  ?  to  guilty  man? 

What  are  all  myfleries  to  love  like  this  ? 

f  Prov.  chap.  nii» 
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The  fongs  of  angels,  all  the  melodies 

Of  choral  gods,  are  wafted  in  the  found  ; 

Heal  and  exhilarate  the  broken  heart ; 

Though  plung'd,  before,  in  horrors  dark  as  night : 

Rich  prelibation  of  confummate  joy  ! 

Nor  wait  we  diflblution  to  be  bleft. 

This  final  effort  of  the  moral  mufe, 
How  juftly  f  titled?  Nor  for  me  alone: 
For  all  that  read  j   what  fpirit  of  fupport, 
What  heights  of  CONSOLATION,  crown  my  long! 

Then,  farewel  NIGHT !  Of  darknefs,now,  no  more  < 
Joy  breaks ;   fhines  j   triumphs ;    'tis  eternal  day. 
Shall  that  which  rifes  out  of  nought  complain 
Of  a  few  evils,  paid  with  endlefs  joys  f 
My  foul !  henceforth,  in  fweeteit  union  join 
The  two  fupports  of  human  happinefs, 
Which  fome,  erroneous,  think  can  never  meet  5 
True  tafte  of 'lift ,  and  conftant  thought  of  death  ! 
The  thcught  of  death,  fole  vidor  of  its  dreadl 
Hope,  be  t-hyyoy  ;    &&&  probity  thy^/V/; 
Thy  patron  HE,  whofe  diadem  has  dropp'd 
Von  gems  of  heav'n  ;   Eternity?  thy  frisie  : 
And  leave  the  racers  of  the  world  their  own, 
Their  feather,  and  their  froth,  for  endle&  toils : 
They  par;  with  all  for  that  which  is  not  brtad^ 
I  They  morcity,  they  ftarve,  on  wealth,  fame,  power; 
And  laugh  to  fcoru  the  fools  that  aim  at  more. 
How  mult  a  fpirit,  late  efcap'd  from  earth, 

f  The  CONSOLATION 
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Suppofe  PHI  LANDER'S,  LUCIA'S,  or  NARCISSA'S, 
The  truth  of  things  new-blazing  in  its  eye, 
Look  back,  aftonifh'd,  on  the  ways  of  men, 
Whofe  lives  whole  drift  is  to  forget  their  graves ! 
And  when  our  prefent  privilege  is  paft, 
To  fcourge  us  with  due  fenfe  of  its  alufe, 
The/ame  aftonifhment  will  feize  us  all. 
What  then  muft  pain  us,  would  preferve  us  now. 
LORENZO!  'tis  not  yet  too  late;  LORENZO! 
Seize  wifdom,  ere  'tis  torment  to  be  wife  j 
That  is,  feize  nvifJom,  ere  me  feizes  thee. 
For  what,  my  fmall  philofopher  !  is  hell? 
'Tis  nothing  but  full  knowledge  of  the  truth* 
When  truth,  refilled  long,  is  fworn  our  foe  ; 
And  calls  ETERNITY  to  do  her  right. 

Thus,  darkneft  aiding  intellectual  light, 
And  facredjt/enfe  whifp'ring  truths  divine, 
And  truths  divine  converting  pain  to  peace, 
My  fong  the  midnight  raven  has  outwing'd, 
And  (hot,  ambitious  of  unbounded  fcenes, 
Beyond  the  flaming  limits  of  the  world, 
Her  gloomy  flight.     But  what  avails  the  flight 
Of  fancy,  when  our  hearts  remain  below  ? 
Virtue  abounds  in  flatterers,  and  foes ; 
'Tis  pride,  to  praife  her ;  penance,  to  perform. 
To  more  than  words,  to  more  than  worth  of  tongue, 
LORENZO  !   rife,  at  this  aufpicious  hour  ; 
An  hour,  when  heav'n's  moft  intimate  with  man; 
When,  like  a  falling  ftar,  the  ray  divine 

Glid€3 
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Glides  fwift  into  the  bofom  of  they«/?; 

And  j  uft  are  all,  determined  to  reclaim  ; 

Which  fets  that  title  high  within  thy  reach. 

Awake,  then  :  thy  PHILANDER  calls :    awake! 

Thou,  who  {halt  wake,  when  the  creation  fleeps ; 

When,  like  a  taper,  all  thefe  funs  expire ; 

When  TIME,  like  him  of  Gaza  in  his  wrath, 

Plucking  the  pillars  that  fupport  the  world, 

In  NATURE'S  ample  ruins  lies  intomb'd  ; 

And  Mi  D N  i  G  H T,  Univerfal  Midnight !  reigns. 


END  of  the  NIGHT-THOUGHTS. 
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FABULOUS. 
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Six  LETTERS   to  a  FRIEND, 

0  N    TH  E 

LIFE    in    VOGUE. 

Doth  be  not  faak  Parables  ?    Ezek, 


T    O      T    H    E 

LADY      ******. 

MADAM, 

YOUR  Ladyfhip's  chara&er  is  fo  well 
known,  that  the  public  would  blame 
me,  if  I  prefented  not  theie  papers  to  You, 
who  can  fo  readily  put  them  into  the  hands 
of  thofe  who  want  them  moft. 

You  will,  probably,  afk,  why  The  CEN- 
TAUR is  prefix'd  as  a  title  to  them.  The  men 
of  pleafure*  the  licentious-,  and  profligate,  are 
the  fubjedt  of  thefe  letters ;  and  in  fuch,  as  in 
the  fabled  Centaur,  the  brute  runs  away  with 
the  man :  Therefore  I  call  them  Centaurs. 
And  farther,  I  call  them  Centaurs  not  fabu- 
kus^  becaufe  by  their  fcarce  half-human  con- 
duft,  and  character,  that  enigmatical,  and 
purely  ideal  figure  of  the  ancients,  is  not  un- 
riddled only,  but  realized, 

Xour 
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Your  ladythip's  ctiriofity  is  grea'.: ;  a*:^ 
you,  pofiibly,  are  willing  to  know  what  ac- 
count antiquity  gives  of  the  family,  or  ra- 
ther breed,  of  the  Centaurs,  It-  is  as  follows. 

Of  the  Centaurs  the  mofl  celebrated  was 
CHIRON.  He  was  a  great  botanift  •,  and  our 
bitter  herb  Centory  takes  its  name  from  him. 
He  thought  all  herbs  bitter,  becaufe,  being 
Very  amorous,  he  could  not  find  any  amongft 
them,  that  could  abate  the  fever  in  his 
blood  :  and  he  left  a  complaint  in  the  Greek 
language  to  thatpurpofe ;  which  Ovid,  fick 
of  the  fame  difeaie,  has  translated,  and  tranf- 
mitted  to  pofterity  in  his  works* 

But  he  was  not  only  a  botanift,  but  a  great 
matter  of  mufic :  he  compofed  an  exquifite 
piece  of  harmony  for  young  Achilles  his  pupil, 
which  charm'd  Deidamia  to  his  embraces  j 
by  whom  he  had  Pyrrhus,  in  the  court  of  her 
father  Nicomedes,  a  little  before  he  dropped 
his  petticoats,  and  put  on  his  boots  for  the 
Trojan  war.  But  what  will  endear  to  your 
ladyfhip  CHIRON'S  memory  beyond  any  the 

moft. 
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moft  renowned  in  (lory,  is,  that  he  was  not 
only  the  venerable  father  of  OPERAS,  but 
was  alfo  the  Ion  of  a  MASQUERADE  ;  the 
very  firft  of  thofe  numerous  Tons,  with  which 
that  prolific  entertainment  has  fince  multi- 
ply'd  mankind. 

It  happened  thus :  SATURN,  falfe  to  his 
good  wife  OPS,  had  an  intrigue  with  PHIL- 
LYRA.  Seeing,  one  day,  his  injur'd  fpoufe 
coming  to  difturb  their  intimacy,  for  efcape, 
he  turned  himfelf  into  a  HORSE  ;  which  oc- 
cafioned  the  noble  equeflrian  figure  of  CHI- 
RON, his  fon. 

This,  Madam,  was  the  very  firft  of  MAS- 
QUERADES. You  fee  the  virtuous  occafion, 
and  the  laudable  fruits  of  it.  Jupiter's  maf- 
querading  in  the  form  of  a  BULL,  was  long 
after.  Europe  takes  its  name  from  EUROPA, 
with  whom  he  ran  away  in  that  fhapc.  And 
your  friend  Clodius  fays,  that  probably,  we 
celebrate  HORNPD  MASQUERADES  in  me- 
mory of  it.  This  is  the  recorded  origin  of 
that  nocturnal  afiembly  \  and,  indeed,  it  is 
evident  to  common  fenfe,  that  the  mafquerade 
4  had 
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had  never  exifted,  but  for  its  then  accidental, 

andjince  eftablilhed,  fubferviency  to  love. 

Thefe,  you  will  fay,  are  wild  fables ;  but 
they  are  not  without  their  morals.  This 
fable  of  Saturn  and  Ops  means,  that,  jealous 
CONSCIENCE,  the  Soul's  lawful  wife,  will 
ever  difturb  licentious  pleafure-,  and  that  there 
is  no  means  of  efcaping  the  perfecution,  but 
by  becoming  quite  brutal  in  it.  This,  and 
the  following  explanations  of  the  myftical 
part  of  antiquity,  have  been  overlooked  by 
former  commentators,  though  BACON  was 
among  them. 

There  is  a  fecond  moral  in  the  prefent  fa- 
ble. CHIRON,  Madam,  was  a  man,  as  much, 
I  mean,  as  the  gayer  part  of  your  acquaint- 
ance. Why  then  is  he  reprefented  as  a  Cen- 
taur ?  For  two  reafons.  He  was,  as  I  have 
laid  before,  the  fon  of  Saturn ;  and  a  very 
lewd  old  fellow.  Reprefenting  him  as  a  Cen- 
taur, fignifies,  that  beings  of  origin  truly  ce- 
leflial,  may  debafe  their  nature,  forfeit  their 
character,  and  fink  themfelves,  by  licentiouf- 

nefs,  into  perfect  bcafts. 

Secondly, 
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Secondly,  it  fignifies,  that  the  reft  of  the 
fpecies,  the  fober  part  of  mankind, prejudiced 
by  the  abandoned  manners  of  fuch  men,  may 
naturally  imagine,  that  they  hear  them  neigh- 
ing after  their  v/ives  and  daughters ;  gallop- 
ing with  more  than  human  hafte  after  temp- 
tations j    and,   therefore,   rather   infolently 
prancing  on  four  legs,  than  decently  content 
with  two.     This,  probably,  is  the  meaning  ; 
firft,  becaufe  prejudice  greatly  hurts  our  dif- 
cernment,  and  transforms  objects  exceeding- 
ly. Secondly,  becaufe  all  allow  that  a  Centaur 
is  a  mere  creature  of  the  imagination. 

But  though  Chiron  was  the  moft  cele- 
brated, yet  he  was  not  the  moft  antient,  of 
our  mythological  cavalry.  IXION  was  a  pri- 
mitive man  of  pleafure  •,  a  gallant  of  Juno, 
and  much  in  favour.  Jupiter,  lefs  in  his  in- 
tereft,  interpos'd  a  cloud  in  her  ftead,  which 
not  long  after  was  brought  to  bed  of  the  firft 
Centaurs.  From  that  hoxir  Juno  commenced 
a  fcold  •,  and  in  that  character  Virgil  makes 
her  fwear,  that  if  fhe  can't  find  friends  in  hea- 
ven, (he  will  ranfack  hell  for  them. 

The 
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The  amour  of  IXION  imports  the  great 
height  of  our  expectation,  and  as  great  depth 
of  our  difappointment,  in  illicit  love.  And 
JUPITER'S  interpofing  the  cloud,  intimates, 
that  heaven  decrees  this  difappointment  ; 
and  that  therefore  it  is  madnefs  to  flatter 
ourfelves  with  hopes  of  the  contrary.  The 
fable  would  farther  teach  us,  that  our  imagi- 
nation, fired  by  pafllon,  impofes  not  only  on 
our  underftandings,  but  our  very  fenfes ; 
which  take  clouds  for  goddefies  ;  and  adore 
darknefs  as  divine. 

You  fee,  Madam,  that  gallantry  is  heredi- 
tary in  this  illuilrious  houfe,  I  fhould  fay 
STABLE  :  That  therefore  continence  may  be 
conftrued  as  an  argument  of  baftardy.  \Yho 
then  can  blame  your  gay  friends  for  being 
loth  to  bebaftardizcd,anddifinherited;  tolofe 
honour,  patrimony,  and  miftrefs,  together  ? 

They  keep  clear  of  this  imputation  :  but 
there  is  one  particular,  that  fpcaks  not  fo 
much  in  their  favour  j  but  rather  calls  their 
legitimacy  in  queltion.  How  comes  it  to  pafs 
that  the  pofterity  of  cloud-begotten  Sires 

mould 
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fhould  be  fo  cloudlefs  a  generation,  that  not 
one  fpot  of  Stupidity  can  be  found  about 
them  ? 

But  though  fpotlefs  in  this  point,  they  are 
not  fo  in  another ;  which  may  fet  all  right 
again.-  DEIANIRA,  as  a  charm  to  regain 
the  love  of  her  hufband  HERCULES,  who 
was  gone  aftray  after  OMPHALE,  queen  of 
Lydia,  fent  him  a  fliirt  dipp'd  in  the  blood  of 
the  Centaur  NESSUS.  But  inftead  of  anfwer- 
ing  her  honed  end,  it  gave  him  a  diftemper 
fo  virulent,  th£t  it  prov'd  mortal.  To  ba- 
lance the  difadvantage  above,  fome  fay,  this 
diftemper,  at  certain  feafons,  dill  runs  in  his 
race.  Others  rob  our  modern  Centaurs  of  that 
credit;  imputing  their  diforder  to  another 
caufe.  And  indeed,  the  prefent  ftory  tells 
us,  that  ladies  may  convey  fomewhat  elfe, 
when  they  mean  only  to  make  a  prefent  of 
their  love. 

But  worfe  than  diftemper  is  to  be  feared.' 
You  know,  madam,  Ixion's  remarkable  pu- 
nifhment ;  but  probably,  not  the  full  import 
of  it.  Jupiter,  for  the  father's  fake,  detefting 
his  whole  pofterityy  defign'd  Ixion's  w&se!9 

VOL.  IV.  F  not 
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not  only  as  an  emblem  of  their  endlefs  rota- 
tion in  unaltered  circles  of  prefent  pleafures  ; 
but  alfo,  as  a  prophecy  of  their  future  pains  9 
and  an  exact  reprefentationof  that  rack,  which, 
prudes  fay,  they  delerve  for  their  family- 
feats. 

And  now,  madam,  all  things  confidered, 
liave  I  named  them  wrong  ?  I  have  named 
them,  as  mod  men  of  antient  renov/n  were, 
from  their  perfonal  qualities  and  exploits.  If 
you  ftill  think  me  to  blame,  I  flatter  myfelf 
you  wi41  change  your  mind,  when  you  have 
read  the  letters  following. 

This  addrefs  to  your  ladyfhip,  will  my 
foher  reader  fay,  is  itfelf  a  Centaur  of  the 
Pegafean  .kind,  in  which  the  untamed  imagi- 
nation has  too  much  run  away  with  the  judg- 
ment, and  carried  it  to  enormous  heights.  If 
your  ladyfhip  will  venture,  however,  to  be  my 
fellow-traveller,  I  promife  to  carry  you  fafely 
to  an  eminence  in  Fairy-land,  from  whence  you 
lhall  furvey  the  moil  furprifing  and  amufing 
fcene.  To  comply  with  your  tafte,  it  mall 
even  be  a  ludicrous  one.  Your  favourite  Cen- 
raurs  fiiall  be  permitted  to  intrude  even  into 

the 
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die  moft  folemn  groves  of  facred  meditation. 
The-ir  grotefque  figures  (hall  continually- meet 
your  eye,  where  you  the  lead  expect,  and 
where  the  fevered  critic,  and  the  pruue  (all 
but  Centaurefies  are  prudes  with  you)  will 
be  moft  fcandalized  to  find  them. 

As  a  pledge  of  this  promife,  accept  of  my 
frontifpiece.  It  offers  a  fketch  which  your 
ladylhip,  who  know  our  Centaurs  fecret  ac- 
complimments  better  than  I  do,  may  employ 
a  better  hand  to  perfect. 

The  ftatues  of  the  renown'd  are  fet  up  in. 
public,  to  kindle  honeft  emulation.  In  moft 
antient  fchools  of  wifdom  were  the  bufts,  or 
portraits  of  the  wife.  What,  madam,  if,  for 
your  modern  academy,  Hogarth  mould  draw 
a  Centaur,  not,  as  ufual,  with  his  bow  and 
arrow,  but  (what  will  hit  my  mark  as  well) 
with  Harlequin's  fabre  by  his  fide  ;  in  a  par- 
ty-colour'd  jacket  of  pictur'd  cards,  a  band 
of  mufic  before,  a  Scaramouch-demon  behind 
him ;  a  weathercock  on  his  head,  a  rattle  in 
his  hand,  the  decalogue  under  his  feet ;  and 
for  the  benefit  of  your  fcholars,  a  label  out  of 
his  mouth,  infcrib'd,  as  was  the  temple  of 
F  2  Apollo, 
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Apollo,  with  !>«$•<  <rg*'j;o!,  in  letters  of  gold 
[In  ME,  Know  thyfelf  ]  :  /Z*y,  your  fcholars, 
will  take  it  in  the  true  philofophic  fenfe,  and 
wonder  how  it  came  into  the  mouth  of  fo  ridi- 
culous, and,  to  them,  fo  foreign,  a  monfter. 

As  your  ladyfhip's  affcmbly,  of  all  our 
hyppodromes  is  the  moft  renown'd,  I  hope 
you  will  favourably  accept  the  wholfome  pro- 
vender I  fend  you.  It  is  of  an  anti-circean 
nature;  and  may,  pofiibly,  turn  your  mon- 
flers  into  men. 

But  I  detain  you  :  it  is  SUNDAY  NIGHT  : 
and  I  hear  a  whole  firing  of  your  high-bred, 
unbridled,  colts  coming  in  full  career  ;  with 
a  blaze  in  their  foreheads,  to  outbrazen  my 
rebukes :  and  a  fpring  in  their  heels  to  bound 
hi^h  at  your  balls. 

Quadrupedanteputremfonitu  quatlt  imgida  cam- 
fuw. 

This,  madam,  you  underftand  better  than 
they.  But  you  begin  to  frown,  as  you  always 
do  at  pratfe.  Fear  not;  not  one  word  of 
compliment  {hall  you  have  from  me  during 
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our  whole  journey.  I  fhall  carry  you  at  firft 
a  heavy  trot  through  rough  unbeaten  ways, 
entertaining  you  unpolitely,  with  difcourfe 
quite  foreign  to  your  way  of  thinking  •,  luch 
as  pafled  in  correfpondence  between  me,  and 
a  friend,  that  would  equally  defpife,  and  be 
defpifed,  among  fuch  as  you  think  yours. 
In  the  progrefs  of  our  travels  (which  I  muft 
honeflly  tell  you,  will  only  touch  upon,  not 
terminate  in,  Fairy-land)  I  fhall  carry  you  in- 
to an  unknown  country,  where  every  thing  is 
real,  bright,  and  tranfporting.  If  there,  com- 
pelled by  the  force  of  fovereign  truth,  I  mould 
not  only  aflert,  but  convincingly  prove,  that 
you  are  of  rank  more  than  imperial,  and  pre- 
fent  you  with  an  unflattering  glafs,  in  which, 
notwithstanding,  your  own  form  fhall  appear 

with  all  the  charms  of  an  angel But  fome 

breathing  time  is  neceflary  to  prepare  for  fuch 
an  arduous  expedition.  Therefore,  I  dii- 
mounc  for  the  prefent,  and  fay  no  more. 

I  am, 

MADAM,   &c. 

F  a  LET- 


LETTER    I. 


INFIDELITY. 


[     105     ] 


LETTER      I. 

O  N 

INFIDELITY. 

DEAR    SIR, 

MA  K  E  no  apology  for  your  requeft ;  the  world 
,  is  your  apology.  The  occafion  calls  louder  on 
me,  than  my  friend  W&  poffibly  do;  and  robs  me  of  the 
credit  of  having  my  compliance^owing  intirely  to  your 
dcfire.  Alarm'd  at  our  reigning  paflion  for  PLEASURE, 
you  prefs  me  to  write  on  that  fubjeft.  Who  can  for- 
bear r  fince,  if  the  prefent  canine  appetite  for  it  fhould 
increafe,  where  is  that  Bedlam  which  can  receive  a 
whole  nation  into  proper  methods  of  cure  .? 

Your  enjoining  me  ore  tafk  has  engaged  me-in  two. 
Prevails  not  INFIDELITY  as  much  as  Plec.fure?  And 
for  ever  they  muft  prevail,  or  decreafe,  together.  Infi- 
delity is  the  parent  of  the  love  of  Pleafure  in  fome  : 
E<ve  doubted,  and  then  eat  :  It  is  the  confequence  of  it 
in  others;  molt  of  Eve's  daughters  firft  tafle,  and  then 
ili (believe.  Pleafurc,  and  Infidelity,  reciprocally  ge- 
nerate each  other;  and  that,  necefl'arily.  For  Faith  is 
intirely  the  refult  ofKeafon  ;  and  reafen  is  i'.r.^; . 

F  S  .pro- 
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proportion  to  the  prevalence  of  fenfe  ;  therefore  fenfual 
Pleafure  begets  Infidelity.  On  the  reverfe,  he  that 
difbelieves  a  futurity,  muft  be  fond  of  the  prefent,  and 
«agerly  fwallow  its  unrival'd  delights  ;  and  therefore, 
Infidelity  lets  loofe  the  rein  to  Pleafure,  and  gives  it  an 
ample  range:  He  then,  who  would  reduce  one,  mud 
ftrike  at  both.  E've,  and  the  ferpent,  fell  together ; 
Pleufure,  like  the  firft,  plucks  the  forbidden  fruit ;  and 
Infidelity  fays,  with  the  latter,  Thoufialt  notfurely  die. 

Thefe  two,  new  national  diftempers,  fairly  divide  us 
between  them.  Ohe  feizes  the  body  ;  one,  the  mind  : 
and  where  thefe  two  fiery  darts  have  taken  place,  the 
deftroyer  may  fpare  a  third  :  his  work  is  done.  What 
then  muft  be  mine  ?  The  tafk  is  hard  to  extraft  them ; 
fer  they  feem,  at  prefent,  ?o  be  not  only  poifoned,  but 
barbed,  arrows,  in  the  Britifh  heart. 

However,  I  (hall  attempt,  firft,  to  make  the  Lifidtl, 
and  then  the  Voluptuary,  fenfible  of  his  error.  I  fhall 
recommend  Belief  and  Virtue,  in  the  room  cf  Doubt 
and  Diflblutenefs  ;  and  by  (I  hope)  properly  adapted 
Drvotlon,  aflift  their  Repentance  ;  that  necefiary  ftep  of 
Uanfition  from  one  of  thefe  Hates,  to  the  other.  And 
confideringinto  whofe  hands  thefe  letters  wilier/? come 
(for  I  defign  them  for  the  pre£s)  with  regard  to  your- 
fclf,  I  fhall  give  you  your  friend  Eufeli;iiS  character 
at  large.  And  with  regard  to  your  filter,  I  fhall  in- 
vite her,  and  her  gay  favourites,  to  a  Funeral,  inftead 
of  a  Ball;  and,  then,  I  fhall  enter  on  fubjcds  not  un- 
important,  nor  foreign  to  thefe. 

As  the  mind  is  our  ruperior  part,  I  fhall  firft  fpeak  of 
INFIDELITY,  and  then  of  PLEASURE.  And  it  fhall  be 

rny 
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xny  endeavour  fo  to  fpeak  of  both,  as  to  render  it  thej 
province  of  w;V,  ratherthan  wi/a'om,  to  reply.  What  may 
filence  wifdom  will  but  provoke  wit,  whofe  ambition  it 
is  to  fay  moil  where  leaft  is  to  be  faid.  You  may  as  well 
attempt  to  filence  an  echo  by  the  ftrength  of  voice,  as  a 
wit  by  the  force  of  reafon.They  both  are  but  the  loud- 
er for  it :  they  both  will  have  the  laft  word.  How  of- 
ten hear  we  men  with  great  ingenuity  fupporting  folly  ?. 
that  is,  by  wit  deitroying  wifdom  ;  as  the  fame  fort  of 
men  by  pleafure  dellroy  happinefs;  prone  to  draw  evil 
out  of  good,  and  fet  things  at  variance,  which,  by  na- 
ture, are  allies.  Happinefs,  and  pleafure,  as  wifdom, 
and  wit,  are  each  other's  friends,  or  foes;  and  if  foes, 
cf  foes  the  worft.  Well-chofen  pleafure  is  a  branch  of 
happinefs ;  well-judging  wit  is  a  (lower  of  wifdom  :  buc 
when  thefe  petty  fubalterns  fet  up  for  themfelves,  and 
counteract  theirprincipals.one  makes  a  greater  wretch  i 
and  the  other  a  grcfler  fool,  than  could  exift  without 
them  :  Pleafure  iken  calls  for  our  compaflion;  and  wit 
for  our  contempt.  Of  how  many  might  the  names 
have  flept  in  fafety,  had  not  their  unlucky  pat  ts  awaken- 
ed a  jull  clamour  againiV  them  ?• 

Have  we  not  a  recent,  and  fignal  inftance,  how  far 
wit  can  fet  wifdom  at  defiance,  and,  with  its  artful  bril- 
liances, dazzle  common  underflandings  ?  That  noble 
author  j|  fmiles  at  a  certain  text  of  which  I  fhall  make  a 
ferious  ufe,  i>iz.  IV ben  the  fons  of  G^al  came  in  to  tht 
daughters  cf  Men,  they  ie^ot  giants.  So  when  gre«c  ta- 
lents fall  in  love  with  mean  purpofcs,  they  beget  er- 
rors of  an  enormous  fi7,e,  both  in  opinion,  and  in  life; 
II  Lcrd  Boliocbroke^ 

F  6  What 
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What  more  enormous  than  to  let  Infidelity  gather  fuch 
ftrength,  even  in  our  decline,  as  to  ftand  the  terrors  of 
a  death-bed,  and  bequeath  proud  legacies  of  its  poifon 
to  the  world  f  Is  not  this  ftretchingout  our  boldnefs  even 
beyond  the  day  of  tryal  ?  carrying  the  war  into  the  very 
borders  (if  I  may  fo  (peak)  of  that  dread  Being  we  dare 
oppofe?  and,  defperately  prefuming  to  atchieve  that  in 
our  grave,  of  which  a  Julian,  of  equal  genius,  tho'  not 
cf  equal  guilt,  defpaired  on  a  throne;  and  that  the 
greateH  on  earth  ?  Julian  was  for  defeating  one  pro- 
phecy ;  my  lord  is  for  expunging  them  fall ;  and,  with 
like  fijccefs,  Vicijii  Galilee,  may  ferve  for  both. 

Take  I  too  great  a  freedom  ?  It  is  both  folly  and  vice, 
to  bear  any  jnan  ill-will.  But  it  is  alfo  folly  and  vice, 
not  fo  to  behave,  when  cccafion  requires,  as  that  our 
condudl  may  be  mistaken  for  ill-will,  if  the  prejudiced 
think  fit.  Why  fhould  our  opponents  call  that  ill-will, 
which  they,  if  they  were  of  our  opinion,  and  thought 
us  in  a  fatal  error,  and  heartily  wifhed  us  well,  would, 
neccflarily,  do  out  of  perfecl  love  ?  If  the  vifcount's 
admirers  rcfent  cut  of  zeal  to  his  honour,  I  allure  them, 
(though  I  have  had  no  apparition)  that  his  lordfhip, 
itoiv  on  my  fide,  thanks  them  not  for  the  favour. 

Time  was,  when  thcfe  errors,  into  which  he  fell, 
would  have  been  more  excufabic.  For,  that  truth  was 
obfeore,  and  falfehood  fpccious,  and  opinions  cndlefs  j 
and  that  in  theft  circumstances  the  mind  of  man  coulJ 
<,  rdt,  becaufe  fufpence  is  arxious,  and  afient  al- 
mcft  inevitably  betrayed  into  miftake  ;  this  was  the  fad 
complaint  of  the  heathen  world,  which  by 

God', 
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God's  dereliction  had  loft  its  way,  and  could  notregain 
it,  by  the  feeble  glimmering  of  natural  light. 

But  of  what  have  we  to  complain,  who  grope,  and 
wander,  and  ftumble,  at  noon-day  ?  Ours  is  not  igno- 
rance, but  perverfenefs ;  not  want  of  a  guide,  but  de- 
feftion  from  him.  Our  noble  author,  fo  much  admired, 
becaufe  fo  much  in  the  wrong,  declares  our  light  to  be 
darknefs  ;  and  with  the  boafted  acutcnefsof  his  fuperior 
undemanding,  inftead  of  couching  thofe  that  are  blind, 
is  for  putting  out  the  eyes  of  thofe  that  fee.  Thus  hea- 
ven's fupreme  bleffing  on  us  in  the  Gofpel,  is  not  an- 
nulled only,  by  our  perverfenefs  ;  but  turned  to  much 
hurt.  We  are  favour'd  to  our  misfortune,  we  are  en- 
rich'd  to  our  lofs. 

The  heathens  courted  truth  ns  a  miftrefs,  with  warm, 
and  fmcere  addrefles,  but  could  not  obtain  her.  We, 
having  obtained  her,  treat  her,  as  an  abandoned  age 
the  lawful  partners  of  their  beds,  with  fatiety,  and 
difgult,  and  a  wild  defire  after  new  embraces.  And 
what  have  we  embraced  ?  Thus  rung  at  beft  the  palata- 
ble doftrine  of  an  age  too  knowing  to  need  inftruclion  ; 
and  too  proud  to  bear  it  from  heaven  itfelf. 

"  Whatever  notices  of  duty  to  God,  or  man,  are  im- 
"  printed  in  us  by  nature,  or  deduced  by  reafon,  thefe 
"  are  obliging  and  neceflary  to  beperformed  by  all ;  as 
"  the  natural  religion  :  but  as  for  any  pofitive  inftitu- 
"  tions,  or  particular  forms  of  religion,  thefe  are  of 
"  human  origin,  ftampt  in  the  political  mints  of  craft, 
«'  intereft,  or  ambition;  a  coin  current  for  the  vulgar 
*'  only."  It  is  fit,  it  feems,  that  the  vulgar  fhould  be 
fettered,  that  their  fuperiors  may  expatiate  more  at  large, 

and 
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and  not  fear  to  meet  with  rivals  in  them,  And,  in- 
deed, if  the  vulgar  had  the  fame  principles,  and  opi- 
nions, with  many  of  their  mailers,  their  mutters  would 
have  as  fair  a  chance  to  have  their  throats  cut,  as  the 
murderer  to  be  hanged  for  it. 

As  to  God,  they  fay,  "  The  natural  religion  com- 
"  mands  us  to  think  worthily,  and  fpeak  reverently,  of 
"  Him  :  but,  as  fome  have  thought  churches  deroga- 
"  tory  to  the  notions  of  an  Omniprefent  Being  ;  fo 
"  formal  prayers,  and  folemn  fervices,  are  no  way  ne- 
"  ceffary  to  a  Being  Omnifcient."  They  prefent  Him 
(if  with  any)  with  a  more  fublime  and  philofophical 
devotion,  (tripped  of  aQ  externals,  itivifibleas  theDeity 
himfelf,  and,  indeed,  as  incomprehenfible  to  the  mul- 
titude ;  whofe  religion,  like  themfelves,  muft  have  a 
body,  as  well  as  a_/ca/j  or  it  will  evaporate  into  no- 
thing. Thus,  under  pretence  of  a  compliment  to  OKI 
divine  attribute,,  they  rob  all  of  the  worfhip  due  to 
them.  They  pretend  to  give  God  exalted  homage,  as 
the  Jews  arrayed  our  bloffed  Lord  in  a  purple  robe,  to 
mock  him,  not  adore.  And  here  our  undiflembled  neg- 
ledl,  if  not  contempt,  of  religion,  and  our  barefaced 
venality  fetting  all,  even  fouls,  to  fale,  cannot  but  re- 
cal  to  mind,  that  thefe  filter  iniquities,  as  if  naturally 
connected,  went  hand-in-hand  (as  the  hiltorian  tells 
us),  towards  the  ruin  of  the  Roman  common-wealth. 
Decs  vegligere,  omnia  venalia  babere.  Salluft. 
As  to  the  duties  of  the  fecond  table,  they  tell  us,  that 
"  the  precepts  of  nature  run  evidently  againft  injuries, 
*'  and  injuftice  ;  we  muft  by  no  means  commit  rapine, 
"  or  murder;  thefe  are  unfociable  crimes:  but  as  for  any 

"  plea- 
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*'pleafurableenjoymentsofourfelves,  why  deprive  our- 
"  felves  of  thefe?  why  ftarve  at  a  feaft  heav'n  fets  before 
**  us  ?  We  cannot  conceive  God  to  be  a  tyrant;  to  what 
"end  has  he  given  defires,  but  that  we  mould  fatisfy 
"  them  ?  or  appetites,  but  that  we  Ihould  indulge  them? 
"  Anger  and  luft,  if  conftitutional,  are  venial  fins." 

Thus  the  flukes  are  fet  open  for  all  fenfuality,  pro- 
mifcuous  incontinence,  and  ftudied  arts  of  excefs,  to 
pour  in  uncontrouled  :  and  by  a  fecond  compliment  to 
the  Deity,  as  fincere  as  my  lord's  pretended  regard  for 
ChriiHanity,  is  varnifhed  over  a  fecond  violation  of  hrs 
laws.  Bacchus,  and  Venus,  are  recalled  to  a  new  apo- 
theofis  under  a  chriftian  a>ra  ;  and  receive  daily  facri- 
fke  in  the  fortunes,  health,  and  common  dignity  of 
man.  What  voluntary  vidims  are  we  ?  And  as  vie* 
tims  of  old  were  crown'd  with  flowers,  how  gay ly  docs 
poor,  devoted,  Britain  bleed  at  their  altars  ? 

In  anfwer  to  their  pleas,  it  muit  be  obferved,  that  de- 
fires,  and  appetites,  were  not  given  us  out  of  tyranny, 
but  with  an  intention  doubly  kind  ;  as  a  means  both 
of  pleafure,  and  virtue,  if  gratified,  and  retrained,  as 
religion  direfts.  In  both  views  they  are  bleffings,  but 
greateft  in  the  laft  ;  yet  an  Efau  will  ever  be  for  pre- 
ferring the  former. 

Thus  you  fee,  Sir,  that  both  the  tables  of  the  deca- 
logue arc  broken,  in  a  more  terrible  fenfe,  than  they 
were  by  Mofes,  at  his  defcent  from  the  mount ;  and  from 
no  diffimilar  caufe.  The  fufiicitncy  of  human  reafon  is 
the  golden  calf  which  thefe  men  fet  up  to  be  worftiip- 
ped;  and  in  the  frenzies  of  their  extravagant  devotion  to 
it,  they  trample  on  venerable  authority ;  ftrike  at  an  oak 
2  with 
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with  an  ofier;  the  doftrine  of  God's  own  planting,  and 
the  growth  of  ages,  with  the  fuddain  and  fortuitous 
fhoots  of  imagination  ;  abortive  births  of  an  hour. 
Thefe  human  improvements  on  divine  revelation  may 
be  compared  to  the  prophaning  the  holy  Bible  with  the 
figure  of  heathen  idols,  under  Antiockus  Epiphanes  ;  or 
rather,  to  the  proud  Roman  emperor,  who  took  the  head 
from  Jupiter's  flatue,  and  placed  his  own  in  its  Head. 
Thefe  are  bold  men  ;  but  the  bold  eft,  we  hope,  may 
be  reclaimed.  That  Almighty  finger  which  wrote  the 
divine  laws  twice  in  (lone,  cannot  want  power  to  give 
them  a  new  impreffion  in  their  apoflate  hearts. 

And  that  they  may  the  more  willingly  receive  thatim- 
preffion,  I  mail  obferve,  that  fetting  afide  the  immoral 
confequences  of  infidel \\.y,  faith  is  necefTaryon  its  own 
account,  without  relation  to  any  thing  elfe.  Faith  is  not 
only  a  means  of  obeying,  but  a  principal  act  of  obedi- 
ence. It  is  not  only  a  needful  foundation  ;  it  is  not  only 
as  an  altar,  on  which  to  facrihce;  but  it  is  a  facrifice  it- 
felf;  and,  perhaps,  of  all  the  greateft.  It  is  a  fubmiflion 
of  our  underftandings,  an  oblation  of  our  idolized  rea- 
fon,  to  God ;  which  he  requires  fo  indifpenfably,  that 
our  whole  will,  and  affe&ions,  tho'  feemingly  a  larger 
facrifice,  will  not,  without  it,  be  received  at  our  hands. 

Does  any  queilion  this?  His  lordfliip's  difciples  will 
be  very  apt  to  quefiion  it  j  yet  this  is  true;  unlefs  we 
can  fuppofe  the  primitive  martyrs  to  have  laid  down 
their  lives  for  what  was  unneceflary  to  their  falvation. 
For  it  was  not  an  atteftation  of  their  doclrine,  but  their 
faith,  for  which  the  blefled  apoftles  were  perfecuted,  and 
the  martyrs  ihed  their  blood ;  which  they  might  eafily 
7  have 
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have  avoided,  if  they  had  infilled  only  on  the  moralprc- 
cepts  of  their  new  difpenfation.  Their  moral  precepts 
were  approved,  and  welcomed,  by  thewifeft  on  earth. 
Nay,  our  infidels  compliment  them,  efpecially  when 
they  would  give  themfelves  the  greater  weight  in  their 
opposition  to  our  creed  ;  yet,  poflibly,  they  had  rather 
fubfcribe  that  abfurd  creed,  than  ftand  obliged  to  prac- 
tifethat  morality,  which  they  fo  much  commend. 

To  renounce,  or  corrupt,  the  faith  (one,  or  both  of 
which  is  my  lord's  point)  abftrafled  from  libertine  gra- 
tifications to  follow,  or  to  get  rid  of  fear  from  thofe 
part ;  there  feems  to  be  fo  little  temptation,  that  I 
fnould  think  none  would  venture  on  it,  but  thro'  igno- 
rance of  its  guilt.  Its  guilt  therefore  I  have  pointed 
out;  which  fhews  that  modern  deifm,  how  laudable 
foever  the  deift's  life  is,  is  criminal  in  itfelf.  A  virtuous 
life,  riling  from  a  corrupted  faith  (if  that  could  poffi- 
bly  be),  is  as  an  angel  of  light  fupported  by  a  clove* 
foot ;  which  many  feem  not  to  believe,  otherwife  th'ey 
would  not  be  fo  often  pleading  the  virtue  of  deifts,  as 
a  full  abfolution  of  that  feel: :  whereas  we  are  exprefly 
told,  that  thejujljball  live  by  faith  ;  that  is,  even  the 
juftfhall  not  live,  that  is,  be  favcd,  without  it. 

But  tho*  a  corrupt  faith  is  fuificiently  criminal  in  it- 
felf, yet  its  guilt  rarely  refls  there  j  it  often  produces  an 
irregular  life.  On  the  contrary,  vicious  practice  is 
fure  to  produce  a  corrupt  faith  ;  or  an  abfolute  renun- 
ciation of  all  belief:  for  the  notices  of  good  and  ill  are 
fo  fairly  imprinted  on  our  nature,  and  the  praftice  of 
them  is  fo  ftrongly  guarded  by  confequent  hope  and 
fear,  lhat  no  confcience  is  fo  hardened,  as  to  fin  with- 
out 
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out  the  (belter  of  fome  pretence.  The  guilty  hufh  con- 
fcience  with  fuch  foft  whifpers  as  thefe  ;  Either,  heavea 
takes  not  fuch  cognizance  of  our  aftions ;  or,  is  not  fo 
much  concerned  about  them,  as  fome  imagine;  or,  its 
mercy  will  not  fuffer  it  to  be  juft  ;  or  its  juftice  will  not 
fuffer  it  to  be  fo  fevere,  as  to  punifh  temporal  guilt  with 
eternal  pain:  all  which  are  corruptions  of  the  faith.  Or 
if  thefe  opiates  will  not  do,  they  proceed  to  renounce  the 
faith.  They  give  themfelves  a  quite  quieting  draught 
of  abfolute  unbelief:  a  Deity  is  a  dream,  and  Religion 
a  cheat.  And  thus  they  throw  off  their  fears,  their  God, 
and  common  fenfe,  together ;  and  are  deplorably  gay, 
till  they  are  irremediably  undone.  How  happy  might 
fuch  wretches  be,  if  they  knew  what  a  trifle pleafure  is 
to  peace!  A  very  trifle  is  it,  even  when  pleafure  is  in- 
nocent: but  when  not,  when  pleafure  is  an  enemy  to 
peace :  then,  then  indeed,  it  is  a  trifle  no  more. 

There  is  a  text  which  mufl  give  fome  furprize  rt> 
thofe  who  doubt  whether  a  bad  life  occafions  zfalft  or 
no  belief.  It  is  faid,  there  mujt  be  herefies,  that  is, 
falfe  beliefs.  And  why?  There  is  certainly  no  fatal  ne- 
ceflity  for  them,  from  God's  deftination — No  ;  but 
there  is  a  moral  neceffity  for  them  from  man's  corrup- 
tion. A  heart  boiling  with  violent  and  vicious  paflions, 
will  fend  up  infatuating  fumes  to  the  head ;  and  a  de- 
lirious giddinefs  of  head  will  make  a  man  fall  into  the 
grofleft  miftakes,  be  his  natural  abilities  what  they  will. 
A  lewd  and  obftinate  will  fails  not  to  blind  the  ftrongeft 
judgment,  as  Delilah  the  man  of  might. 

Many,  even  of  thofe  that  hold  faft  the  faith,  may, 
perhaps,  not  have  obferved,  that  faith  is  doubly  pre- 
cious ; 
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cious  ;  it  is  our  duty,  and  our  refuge  ;  nay,  it  is  doubly 
our  refuge.  It  refcues  our  paflions  from  flaming  into 
vice  j  and  it  refcues  our  underftanding  from  darkening 
into  errors.  The  fame  qualification  which  is  neceffary 
for  us  in  order  to  pleafe  God,  is  as  neceflary  to  fecurc 
ourfelves  from  impofture  ;  and  not  only  from  fuch  im- 
poftures  as  others  may  prepare  for  us,  but  from  oar  oivtt. 
It  is  our  fole  fecurity  againft  our  framing  impofitions  to 
deceive  ourown  judgments  (as  fhewn  above),  as  well  as 
againltour  incurringcrimes  todefeatour  ownfalvation. 
As  to  the  myflerious  articles  of  our  faith,  which  in- 
fidels would  by  no  means  have  me  forget ;  "  Who," 
fay  they,  "  can  fwallow  them?"  In  truth,  none  but 
thofe  who  think  it  no  dilhonour  to  their  underitandings 
to  credit  their  Creator.  Socinus,  like  our  infidels,  was 
one  of  a  narrow  throat ;  and,  out  of  generous  compaf- 
fion  to  the  Scriptures  (which  the  world,  it  feems,  had 
mifunderftood  for  1500  years)  was  for  weeding  them 
of  their  myfteries !  and  rendering  them,  in  the  pleni- 
tude of  his  infallible  reafon,  undifgufting,  and  palat- 
able to  all  the  rational  part  of  mankind.  Why  mould 
honeft  Jews  and  Turks  be  frighted  from  us  by  the  Tri- 
nity ?  he  was  for  making  religion  familiar  and  inoffen- 
five.  And  fo  he  did ;  and  unchriftian  too.  Thofe 
things  which  our  hands  can  grafp,  our  under  Handings 
cannot  comprehend.  Why  then  deny  to  the  Deity 
Himfelf  the  privilege  of  being  one,  amidil  that  mul- 
titude of  myfteries  which  He  has  made? 

Here  let  me  obferve,  what  perhaps  has  efcapedyour 
notice,  with  regard  to  the  blefled  Trinity,  which  gives 
our  unbelievers  the  greateft  offence.  The  revelation  of 

it 
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it  is  not  only  neceffary  for  our  underftanding  the  foun- 
dation of  chriftianity,  but  is  alfo,  I  conceive,  an  abfo- 
Jure  demonftration  of  its  truth.  Becaufe  it  is  a  myftery 
which  by  nature  could  not  pofiibly  have  entered  into 
the  imagination  of  man ;  which  they,  who  moft  explode 
it,  confefs  by  their  obflinate  rejection  of  it.  For  why 
do  they  reject  it,  but  on  that  very  account?  Our  op- 
ponents therefore,  in  fome  meafure,  fupport  us  in  our 
attachment  to  this  fupreme  article  of  our  creed,  which 
they  moft  condemn  ;  and  (what  is  fomewhat  remark- 
able in  favour  of  our  faith)  fupport  us  in  it  by  the  very 
caufe  for  which  it  is  condemned  by  them. 

Myfteries,that  is,thofe  great  and  hidden  things  of  our 
religion,  whofetruth  v/eare  affuredof  byDivineAutho- 
rity,  but  the  manner  of  their  being  furpaflcs  our  under- 
ftanding :  fuch  as  the  plurality  of  pcrfons  in  the  Divine 
Unity:  God  manifeft  in  the  flefh  :  the  operation  of  the 
Holy  Spirit  in  the  hearts  of  the  believers  :  the  fpiritual 
prefenceofChriftin  theeucharift:  the  uniting  our  fcat- 
tered  parts  from  the  duft  of  death.  All  which  the  Scrip- 
tures have  exprefly  delivered  as  catholic  truths.  Several 
of  thefe,  feveral  heretics  have  rejected  ;  and  the  Sod- 
tiians  have,  in  a  manner,  rejected  them  all.  Faith  in  thefe 
is  more  acceptable  to  God,  than  faith  in  lefs  abfirufe  ar- 
ticles of  our  religion  ;  becaufe  it  pays  that  honour  which, 
is  due  to  His  tellimony  ;  and  the  more  feemingly  in- 
credible the  matter  is  which  we  believe,  the  more  re- 
fpedt  we  mew  to  the  relator  of  it.  This  (putting  in  a 
cavtat  againft  the  ridicule  of  infidels)  may  be  called 
heroic  faith,  correfpondent  to  heroic  virtue,  at  which, 
out  of  prudence,  they  muft  fmile. 

This 
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This  heroic  faith  may  be  more  acceptable  to  God  (fome 
may  fay)  ;  but,  fure,  not  more  «/£/«/ to  man.  It  may 
have  a  good  influence  on  another  life;  but  what  account 
does  this  find  in  it  ?  Who  can  mew  me  the  moral  effe&s 
of  it  ? — From  faith  in  thefe  myfteries,  man  neceflarily, 
and  morejuflly,  adores  the  incomprehensible  majeftyof 
God;  and  more  juftly  and  perfectly  contemplates  his 
own  littlenefs,  and  difpropordon  of  thought  to  thofe 
truths  that  are  vouchsafed  to  his  faith.  Hence  he  hear- 
tily renders  God  a  due  honour  for  his  teftimony;  and  a 
due  acknowlegementof  hisprofefled  care  of  his  church; 
and  a  due  thankfulnefs  for  the  mercy  of  his  revelation. 
He  renders  a  due  obedience  to  his  proper  government, 
as  a  chriftian,  that  is,  the  authority  of  the  church;  and 
a  due  afliftance  to  the  public  peace,  which  is  never  fafely 
burlt  but  on  unity  of  judgment.  And  as  to  his  private 
virtue,  he  keeps  in  due  fubje&ion  the  pride  of  under- 
Handing,  that  moft  vicious  affe&ion  of  the  mind,  which 
if  let  loofe,  would  be  attended  with  a  multitude  of  evils ; 
and  with  one  in  particular,  which  occafions  this  letter. 
But  though  we  could  fee  none  of  thefe  temporal  advan- 
tages, yet  would  it  be  moft  reafonable  in  us  to  believe  ; 
unkfs  we,  who  think  it  right  to  believe  implicitly  in 
thofe  on  whom  our  fortune  depends,  think  it  wron^ 
to  believe  implicitly  in  Him>  on  whom  depends  our 
falvation. 

But  there  is,  I  confefs,  fome  error,  on  our  own  part, 
with  regard  to  myiteries.  We,  perhaps,  have  given  fome 
frnall  excufe  for  our  infidels  contempt  of  myfteries,  by 
more  pious,  than  prudent,  attempts,  that  have  been 
ibrnetimes  made  toward  an  explanation  of  them.  A 

myfl«ry 
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myftery  explained  is  a  myftery  deftroyed  :  for  what  is  & 
myftery,  but  a  thing  not  known  ?  But  things  not  known 
may  reafonably  be  believed ;  in  the  very  ftrangeft  things 
there  may  be  truth,  and  in  things  very  credible,  a  lie  *. 

It  is  with  our  underftandings  as  with  our  eyes.  Both 
have  their  myfteries  :  both  have  objects  beyond  their 
reach  ;  fome  accidentally,  fome  absolutely.  We  fee  not 
thofe  objects  that  are  placed  in  an  obfcure  light,  becaufe 
there  is  a  defect  in  the  medium :  we  fee  not  thofe  that 
are  veiled  with  too  much  light,  becaufe  there  is  a  weak- 
nefs  in  the  fenfory,  unable  to  fuftain  fuch  ftrong  impref- 
fions.  Thus  it  is  with  the  objects  of  our  underftandings : 
fome  things  we  know  not,  for  want  of  being  duly  in- 
formed. Salvation  was  a  myftery  to  the  Gentiles  ;  but 
ceafed  fo  to  be,  when  revealed  by  the  gofpel.  Other 
things  we  know  not,  becaufe  they  exceed  the  meafure  of 
our  comprehenfion.  Thus,  fome  articles  of  our  faith 
are  fuch  myfteries,  as  by  no  revelation  can  ceafe  to  be 
fo.»  They  muft  be  myfteries,  while  men  are  men;  while 
yet  unbleffed  with  powers  that  are  not  indulged  to  this 
imperfect  Hate.  As  it  is  bold  and  vain,  fo,  perhaps,  it 
has  even  been  prejudicial  to  the  truth,  to  labour  at  ra- 
tional evictions  of  facred  myfteries;  for,  by  thefe means, 
men  attempt  to  comprehend  the  Divine  Nature,  by  put- 
ting it  under  fome  injurious  difguife  ;  as  we  venture  to 
gaze  at  the  fun,  after  we  have  watched  it  into  a  cloud. 

God  forbad  images  of  Himfelf,  becaufe  it  is  impoffible 
that  any  fenfible  reprefentations  could  do  otherwife  than 
derogate  from  Him  that  is  invifiblc  :  nor  can  the  dimi- 
nifhing  imagery  of  our  notions  derogate  lefs  from  Him 

*  Quintil.  Iiiftitut.  1.  iv.  e.  2,  , 

that 
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that  is  incomprehenfible.  I  prcfume  not  to  cenfure  thofe 
who  have  made  ufe  of  illuftrations  to  the  proper  ends  of 
piety  ;  all  I  mean,  is,  that  fallible  ratiocination  mould 
not  be  made  the  grounds  of  faith,  whofe  proper  bafis  is 
infallible  teftimony.  Nor  is  it  longer  faith  than  while 
it  refts  on  that ;  for  when  I  believe,  not  fo  much  what  is 
revealed,  as  what  my  own  reafon  pronounces  to  be  true  ; 
I  believe  not  God,  but  myfelf.  I  aflume,  not  obey; 
and  give  proof  rather  of  the  pride,  than  humiliation, 
of  my  reafon  ;  whereas  its  humiliation  is  a  principal 
end  aimed  at  by  God's  fo  flridl  demand  of  our  faith. 

And,  indeed,  far  from  humiliation,  and  even  com- 
mon modcfty,  muft  he  be,  who  hopes  to  give  light  to 
thofe  myfteries  which  St.  Paul,  with  all  his  learning, 
eloquence,  and  infpiration,  pronounced  to  be  to  the 
Jews  a  Humbling  block  ;  and  to  the  Greeks,  thofe  moft 
fubtle  of  men,  foolimnefs  :  that  is,  they  thought  it  folly 
to  believe  them,  becaufe  unintelligible  ;  and  becaufe 
they  did  not  apprehend,  that  there  was  any  Divine  au- 
thority to  compel  their  belief.  And  fuch  Greeks  have  ive; 
Epicurean  G reeks,  fenfual,  fubtle,  and  unbelieving  ;  and 
whofe  celebrated  writings  are  of  equal  authority  with 
Quicyuid  Grecia  mendax 
Audet  In  btjioria.  Juv. 

Men,  who  rejeft  divine  affiflance,  as  too  officious,  with, 
a  fort  of  difdain,  as  if  it  affronted  their  own  abilities  ; 
and  whofe  prefumptuous  opinions  are  induftrioufly 
fpread,  by  peft-men,  through  the  land. 

With  the  grofs  and  horrid  effefts  of  fuch  opinions, 
and  their  confequences,  the  difkmpered  age  groans, 

and 
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and  kingdoms  fhake,  and  judgments  threaten.  And 
well  they  may.  How  many  private  families  have  their' 
infamous  fecrcts  ?  how  many  public  tranfa&ions  their 
barefaced  iniquity  i  high  courts  of  juilice  have  their 
ius  datum  fcdcri^  and  blufh  not  to  plead  precedent  for 
the  violation  of  their  own  laws ;  and  the  corruption  of 
the  times,  for  more  corruption  ftill.  Is  not  this  heap- 
ing mountain  upon  mountain  againft  heaven  ?  And 
think  we  heaven  will  never  retcrn  the  blow  ? 

We  have  had  already,  nay  now  have,  feme  light  and 
merciful  admonitions  from  heaven.  But  can  it  be 
thought,  that  an  age  of  judgments  and  paftimes;  of 
riots  and  diflrelics  ;  of  excefiive  debts,  and  excefiive  ex- 
pence  ;  of  public  poverty,  and  private  accumulation;  of 
new  fedls  in  religion,  and  new  failles  in  fin  ;  and  every 
other  contradiction  to  common  fenfe,  does  not  call  for 
more  ?  I,  Sir,  am  fattened  in  the  country  ;  nor  know  I 
much  of  that  larger  and  fouler  fink  of  debauchery  in 
which  you  breathe.  But  even  here,  I  know  too  much. 
Where  is  that  village  that  has  not  its  fuicides  of  intem- 
perance ;  or  its  bold  adventurers  for  ftill  quicker  death 
from  the  hand  of  public  jufKce  ?  And,  to  confirm  that 
opinion  above  advanced,  of  the  clofe  tie  and  mutual 
growth  of  vice  and  unbelief,  almoft  every  cottnge  can 
afford  us  one  that  has  corrupted t  and  every  palace  one 
that  has  renounced,  the  faith. 

I  know,  Sir,  you  will  tell  me,  that  it  is  the  bufinefs 
of  our  common  piety,  to  deplore;  of  our  prayers,  toob- 
Jlruft  ;  and  of  our  lives,  rather  than  our  harangues,  to 
confute  them.  True;  for  if  our  Chriftianity  is  to  be 
found  no  where  but  in  our  books,  the  ChrilUan  and  In- 
fidel, 
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fidel,  may  drop  their  difpute.  A  Tillotfon,  and  a  Bo- 
]ingbroke,  are  on  the  fame  fide :  their  cor.teft  is  but 
verbal ;  their  agreement  is  eilentiai,  and  their  affocia- 
tion  will  prove  eternal. 

But,  Sir,  it  is  our  duty  to  fpeak  and  write  (if  we 
can),  as  well  as  live,  againft  the  enemies  of  our  Chriftian 
faith.  I  proceed  therefore  to  obferve,  that  the  Vif- 
•count's  arguments  againft  theauthority  of  the  Scriptures 
have  been  long  iince  anfwered.  But  he  is  not  without 
precedent  in  this  point.  This  repetition  of  already 
refuted  arguments  feems  to  be  a  deiftical  privilege,  or 
diitemper,  from  which  few  of  them  are  free.  Even 
echoes  of  echoes  are  to  be  found  amongft  them  ;  which 
evidently  (hews,  that  they  write  not  to  difcover  truth, 
but  to  fpread  infection  ;  which  old  poifon  re-adminif- 
tred  will  do,  as  well  as  new ;  and  it  will  be  {truck 
deeper  into  the  conititution,  by  repeating  the  famedofe. 
Befides,  new  writers  will  have  new  readers.  The  book 
may  fall  into  hands  untainted  before;  or,  the  already- 
infected  may  fwallow  it  more  greedily  in  a  new  vehi- 
cle ;  or,  they  that  were  difgufted  with  it  in  one  vehicle, 
.may  relim  it  in  another.  I  therefore  aflc  pardon  :  what 
I  mif-called  diftemper,  I  find,  on  fecond  thoughts,  is 
perie&  prudence  ;  but  fuch  .prudence  as,  with  them, 
would  throw  a  chriitian  writer  into  the  bottom  of  con- 
tempt. 

There  are  more  reafons  for  our  deifts  to  be  diflatis- 
fy'd  with  themfelves  than  thofe  already  given.  Infidel 
is  an  opprobrious  name ;  but  time  was,  when  dclfm 
was  the  true  religion  ;  and  they  are  for  flill  retaining 
the  credit  once  due  to  that  chara&cr.  It  is  therefore 

VoL.JV.  G  fit 
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fit  for  a  friend  to  Chriftianity,  nor  lefs  fit  for  a  friend 
to  them,  to  take  notice,  that  it  is  impciiible  for  a  gooJ 
man,  that  is,  one  aiming  at  the  divine  favour  above  all 
things,  to  reject  an  offered  revelation,  without  inquiring 
into  its  title  to  the  high  character  it  aflumes ;  and,  that 
it  is  as  impoffible  (in  my  opinion)  for  a  rtafonable  man 
to  reject  the  Chriftian  rt^tlatim^  if  he  does  inquire. 
He,  therefore,  who  continues  a  deift,  in  a  land  en- 
lightened by  the  Gofpel,  muft  be  wanting  in  goodnefs, 
or  reafon  ;  muft  be  either  criminal,  or  dull.  None, 
therefore,  can  be  more  miftaken  than  they,  that  pro- 
fefs  deifm  for  the  credit  of  fuperior  understanding,  or 
for  the  fake  of  exercifmg  a  more  pure,  and  perfect, 
virtue.  Yet  thcfe  are  the  only  pretences  which  they 
do,  or  dare,  avow,  for  their  fatal  choice.  Muft  not 
then  their  real  motive  be  of  a  nature  which  they  think 
prudent  to  conceal ? 

15ut  to  conceal  it,  is  not  eafy :  for  reafon,  our  of  itfelf 
defective  reafon,  in  many  points  of  the  laft  moment  to 
man,  wants,  wifhes,  calls  for  a  revelation  ;  and  can- 
not but  accept,  when  offer'd,  what  it  calls  for :  that 
is,  reafonable  deifts  cannot  but  become  Chriftians, 
where  the  Gofpel  (nines. 

Or  argue  thus  (for  it  admits  of  various  proof)  :  God 
Almighty  would  not  have  made  a  revelation,  but  in 
order  to  be  received.  And  by  whom  received  ?  Doubt- 
Jefs  by  the  reafonable,  and  good.  And  if  by  fome  of 
them,  why  not  by  all  ?  And  if  all  the  rcnfonable,  and 
good,  receive  it ;  wh;  t  muft  they  be  that  rejecl:  it? 
Therefore  revealed  religion  rejected,  proves  na'ural 
religion  difobeyed.  I  faiu,  above,  that  deiils  were 
2  blame- 
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blameablc,  how  good  foever  their  lives  might  be  :  But 
-Ka-Tv  it  feems  to  appear,  that  their  lives  cannot  be  good. 
Others,  perhaps,  have  forborne  fpeaking  fo  plain, 
out  of  charity.  I  venture  on  it  out  of  what  I  cor;  wive 
to  be  charity,  greater  full  :  for  nothing  that  can 
awaken  them  can  be  kindly  fupprefled. 

Cimtliut)  the  centurion,  though  one  of  the  bcft  of 
men,  thought  not  the  belief  of  the  Gofpel  unnecefiary 
to  his  falvatiort.  But  modern  drifts,  \viier,  not  better 
than  he,  have  their  objections  to  the  Gofpel.  Their 
chief  objection  is  againfl  its  myjferlft.  There  is  nothing 
rhyfterious  in  it,  but  with  regard  to  things,  which  we 
cither  can  not,  or  need  net,  underltand.  Can  not,  through, 
the  limitation  of  the  human  intellect;  cr  nicd  not, 
through  the  fufficiency  of  other  means,  and  motives, 
for  our  leading  good  lives.  To  what  amounts,  then, 
this  capital  objection,  and  charge  again  ft  it  ?  To  no 
more  than  this,  iv's.  That  ChrifHanity  performs  not 
what  is  impoflible  to  be  performed  ;  for  k  is  as  impof- 
fible  for  its  Author,  Almighty  God,  to  do  more  than 
is  needful  for  his  gracious  end,  iriz.  the  good  lives  of 
mankind  $  as  to  do  what,  in  its  nature,  is  impolTiblo  to 
be  done. 

Indeed,  all  their  objections  to  Chriftianity  feem  to 
be  no  more,  nor  lefs,  than  playing  the  heft  card  they 
have  ;  than  ufmg  the  beft  expedient  they  can  think  of, 
to  keep  themlelvcs  in  countenance,  nnd  the  world  in 
the  daik,  as  to  the  true  motive  of  their  apoftacy.  Nor 
are  their  objections  to  be  looked  on,  in  thofc  that  arc 
menoffenfe,  as  an  argument  of  their  diibelief,  but 
their  diilike.  They  wifti  not  the  myfterics  removed  ; 
G  3  for 
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for  that  would  rob  them  of  a  favourite  objection.  They 
wifh  not  the  darknefs  of  the  royfleries  removed  ;  but 
transferred  ;  transferred  from  the  doctrines,  to  the  mo- 
nal  precepts.  Thefe  are  without  a  cloud  ;  thefe  are 
too  plain  for  their  purpofe.  None  ever  fully  com- 
plied with  thefe,  but  was  eafily  reconciled  to  the 
riyfteries  of  the  Gofpel.  The  difgufted,  defpotic 
heart  commands  the  paflive,  obedient  head,  to  fight 
its  unjufl:  quarrel,  and  fay  it  is  its  own  :  So  that 
Satan  may  blame  them  for  fome  degree  of  hypocrify 
in  his  favour;  may  blame  them  for  only  pretend- 
ing to  difbelieve.  If,  on  the  other  hand,  Chrifiians 
were  not  alfo  hypocrites  ;  hypocrites,  I  mean,  as  to 
practice;  they  would  rob  the  deifls  of  their  mofl  plau- 
iible  plea  againit  us ;  and  either  leflen  their  numbers, 
or  increafe  their  fhame. 

I  hope  that  fome  of  the  dcifts  ;  at  leaft,  fome  of  tbofe 
whofe  principles  are  endangered  by  them;  may  admit 
f,  me  little  inxprcfiion  from  what  has  been  offered.  I 
hr>pe  they  may  difcern,  2nd  own  t'ne  frtf-accu'ation 
which  u,  evidently,  implied  in  our  deifts  renunciation 
of  Chriftianity  ;  or,  if  I  am  miicakcn,  that  they  will 
fet  me  right ;  for  if  I  have  wrong'd  them,  I  have 
wrong'd  them  much.  For,  in  what  a  difadvantageous 
li^ht  appear  thefe  defcrtcrs  from  chriflianity  in  thefe 
A  cteiftical  tongue,  a  ikrijija.i  ccnkicjnce,  and  a 
partly  pagan  heart  I  What  a  fad  compofition  is  this? 
It  is  a  far  heavier  charge  than  I  wifh  to  find  tree. 

But  it  is  a  natural  queiUon,  "  How  comes  it  to  pafs, 

"  that  men  of  parts  mould  fo  much  difaffeft  the  Scrip- 

"  tures,  fo  admirable,  and  ftill  more  and  more  admi- 

7  •'  rable, 
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"  rahle,   in   proportion  to  the  difcernment   of  their 
"  reader  r" 

Can  it  be  from  ignorance?  It  may  be  fo,  if  tneir 
hearts  are  worfe  than  their  heads ;  for  there  are  parts 
of  Scripture  which  none  but  a  good  man  can  well  nn- 
derfland  :  "  Pvcjoice  always ;  and  again  I  fay,  Rejoice/' 
This  muft  appear  to  the  vicious  abfurd,  becaufe  im- 
pradlicable,  and  therefore  un-infpired.  To  rejoice  in 
tribulation,  they  have  neither  caufe,  norpower.  Thus, 
bad  manners,  aim  oft  necefiarily,  render  men  infidels  to 
holy  writ.  On  the  contrary,  a  good  life  is  a  key  to 
the  Scriptures.  "  The  fecret  of  the  Lord  is  with  thofe 
"  that  fear  him."  A  text  this,  as  unintelligible  to  the 
vicious  as  the  former.  As  he  has  had  no  experience,  fo 
neither  has  he  any  comprehenfion  of  its  truth.  The 
good  man  comprehends,  and  feels  it  too.  Thus  the 
Scripture,  like  the  cloudy  pillar  which  it  records,  is 
light  to  the  true  I/ratfitt,  but  darknefs  to  the  Egyptians. 
Hence  acuteft  underftandings  in  religious  debates  often 
lofe  their  edge. 

Can  that  caufe  we  feek,  be  vanity  ?  It  may  be  faid 
of  the  Vifcount's  writings  as  of  Cataline>  Satis  eloquenti<et 
fapienti<e  parum.  Had  his  eloquence  been  lefs ;  had 
thofe  talents  been  denied  him,  which  flattered  him 
with  hope  of  fhining  a  firft  luftre  in  the  lettered  world, 
he  had  efcaped  a  temptation  which  has  evidently  been 
too  hard  for  his  prudence;  and  a  ccmmon-fiz'd  head 
had,  probably,  left  his  heart  in  fafety.  So  formidable 
a  poffeflion  is  an  immortal  pen  (if  his  is  immortal)  ;  a 
pen  more  fatal  to  its  mailer,  than  Cato's  fword. 

G  3  Or 
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Or  might  not  o.ty  be  the  ca-ife  we  feek  ?  "  But  can 
41  thefe  men  envy  Chriftiafls,vvhom  they  quit  on  account 
•«  of  oar  unhappy  rr.iftake  }"  Man  is  not  only  defirous, 
but  ambitious  too,  of  happinefs.  He  but  ill  bears 
that  another  mould  be  happier  than  himfelf;  becaufe 
fuperior  hnppir.efs  is  a  natural  argument  of  fuperior 
viiV.om  or  worth.  The  man  of  a  libertine  life  knows 
lhat  the  rood  Chiiuian,  if  his  religion  is  true,  is,  on 
rru  whole,  much  happier  than  himfelf.  Therefore  he 
I  it  to  be  frJfe  ;  and  endeavours  to  find  it  fa. 
AIM  ilrong  endcavoers  to  be  in  the  wiong,  Heaven 
\vill  puni(h  v.uh  fuccefs.  It  will  permit  them  to  be- 
lieve their  o\vn  lye  :  that  is,  to  fall  on  their  own  fword, 
vhkh.  was  cirawa  againft  the  truth. 

N»n  bcs  audfi'-uM  nmnus  in  tfus.  Virg. 

/.p.d  I  arn  the  more  inclined  to  injpute  their  oppofition. 
to   cr.iy,    rather    than    tie. »-•//>•;  becaufe  pure  vanity  ij 
nt  with  good-r.ature  ;  and  may  be  a  very  candid 
:   But  envy  has  bitternefs,  and  ill-will ;  and  ri- 
dici.!c  u  the  genuine  child  of  ill-nature  ;    ridicule, 
that  ofFenfive  brat  of  which  they  are  fo  fond. 

Now  though  nothing  is  more  improper  in  important 
debates  than  raillery;  yet  can  I  make  fome  apology 
for  them.  They  may,  poflibly,  perceive,  that  the  load 
on  their  own  mifgiving  confciences,  v,ouM  iink  them, 
were  it  not  for  the  light  expedient  of  forced  mirth, 
like  a  bladder  filled  with  wind,  to  keep  them  above 
water :  and  that  they,  fometimes,  have  their  doubts, 
and  rnifgivings  of  heart,  it  is  rcafonable  to  believe. 

To 
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To  give  full  eftablifhed  fecurity  is  the  incommunicable 
privilege  of  the  Gofpel. 

For  the  reafons  above,  I  venture  to  fet  down  en*y 
among  the  caufes  of  infidelity,  though  (I  think)  by 
others  overlooked.  And  further,  I  believe  it  to  be  a 
•very  principal  caufe  of  lettered  infidelity  in  the  world. 
Other,  but  not  greater  vices  are,  doubtlefs,  the  chief 
caufe  of  infidelity  in  lower,  and  illiterate,  life ; 
where  fenfe  has  no  rival  in  thought,  but  tyrannizes 
alone. 

But  whatever  is  the  caufe  of  their  infidelity,  be  it 
ignorance,  vanity,  cvw,  or  any  other  vice,  their  infide- 
lity will  naturally  have  fome  effeft  in  our  favour.  It 
is  much  to  be  hoped,  that  it  will  put  us  on  our  guard, 
and  make  us  better  men.  Our  leading  a  bad  life,  is 
playing  into  their  hands.  It  is  giving  them  an  argu- 
ment in  the  debate,  againft  ourfelves.  Though  the  ar- 
gument is  bad,  yet  it  is  an  argument  ftill.  And  fines 
they  have  none  but  bad  arguments,  and  fuch  they  wilt 
make  ufe  of,  we  mould  not  increafe  the  number.  This 
is  like  furnifhing  them  with  ammunition  to  protracl 
the  war  :  and  though  the  war  protracted  will  not  hurt 
us,  yet  will  it  hurt  them  ;  and,  as  we  are  Chriftians, 
that  mould  give  us  an  equal  concern. 

Secoruty,  Chriftianity  may  thank  its  opponents  for 
much  new  light,  from  time  to  time,  thrown  in  on  the 
fublime  excellence  of  its  nature,  and  the  rnanifeftation 
of  its  truth;  opponents,  in  fame  fort,  more  welcome 
than  \\sfriends ;  as  they  do  it  Cgnal  fervice  without 
G  4  run- 
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running  it  in  debt;  and  have  no  demand  on  our  grati- 
tude for  the  favours  they  confer.  The  flronger  its  ad- 
verfaries,  the  greater  its  triumph  :  the  more  it  is  dif- 
puted,  the  more  indifputably  will  it  Ihine.  With  what 
pious  pleafure  mult  you  fee  the  brighteft  talents  ttriking 
at  it,  with  the  moil  hearty  good-will,  yet  dropping 
harmlefs,  like  old  Priam's  fpear  ? 
Te/um  inbeile  fine  i3u 

Conjecit  ;  rauco  quad  proiinus  are  repulfumy 

Et  Jumtno  clype:  nequicquatn  umbone  ptfmiit*         Virg. 

Chriftianity,  that  great  fupport  cf  man's  welfare, 
and  God's  glory,  like  a  well-built  arch,  the  greater 
load  of  oppofition,  and  reproach,  its  enemy  lays  on  it, 
the  ftronger  it  ftands. 

Thirdly,  Their antichriftian  writings  may  detefl  them  : 
for  fmce  (as  {hewn  above)  a  falfe  faith,  or  no  faith  at 
all,  is  the  natural  confequence  of  a  bad  life,  it  is  pof- 
fible  that  the  gentlemen  in  the  oppofition,  while  they 
are  giving  us  their  opinions,  may  be  giving  us  msne  : 
They  raay  be  difcovering  their  mora/s,  while  they  mean 
only  to  teach  us  their  creed :  And,  thus,  they  may  carry, 
Lke  Bellerophon,  their  own  condemnation,  while  they 
imagine  they  are,  gracioufly,  conveying  intelligence, 
and  new  light,  to  mankind  :  So  that  the  old  proverb, 
Kellerephontis  liter*,  may  be  a  proper  motto  for  the 
learned  labours  of  them  all. 

But  condemnation  from  others  will  be  much  more 
fupportable  than  their  own  ;  if  that  mould  fall  on  them. 
And  where  is  he  on  whom  it  fhall  not  one  day  fall  ? 

If 


ON    INFIDELITY.  129 

If  a  man  born  blind,  who  had  never  fo  much  as  heard 
of  the  fun,  moon,  and  ftars,  fhould  fuddenly  receive 
fight  j  he  would  not  be  more  aftonifhed  at  the  firft  rufh- 
ing  in  of  thofe  material  glories,  than  would  the  man,  by 
vice  ftruck  blind  to  religion,  be,  at  his  firft  conviction 
of  heavenly  truths,  viz.  divine  manifeftatlons,  awful 
revelations,  fulfilled  prophecies,  numberlefs  miracles; 
and  one  unbroken  chain  of  marvellous  expedients, 
from  before  creation  to  this  hour,  for  our  falvation; 
thofe  fpiritual  luminaries  ;  thofe  (dare  I  fay)  fun,  moon, 
and  ftars,  of  the  moral  world  ;  if  God  fhould  give  him 
light.  Till  then,  walking  in  darknefs,  he  muft  mif- 
take  danger  for  fafety,  fhame  for  glory,  and  mifchief 
for  pleafure.  Like  the  blinded  of  Sodom,  he  reaches 
eagerly  after,  and  prefTes  hard  for,  enjoyment;  but  of 
real  enjoyment,  of  true  felicity,  he  cannot  find  the 
door ;  as  I  propofe  mewing  in  my  next. 

If  fome  part  of  it  may  feem  too  fevere,  I  muft  ob- 
ferve,  that  no  man  can  ftrike  fire  with  a  feather.  A  fire 
elemental  is  diiFufed  through  all  nature,  though  lock'd 
up  in  dark  matter,  and  unappatent  in  moft  parts  of  our 
globe.  Thus,  I  conceive,  that  there  is  divine  grace 
fpread  through  all  hearts  (where  not  intirely  quenched 
by  vice),  though  inactive,  and  dormant  in  them.  No 
flight  animadverfioncan  awake  it.  It  muft  be  a  blow  of 
fome  force,  that  ftrikes  it  out  of  a  heart  of  flint.  And 
fuch  there  mujl  be  in  thefe  days  of  darknefs,  when  fc\v 
fparks  of  grace  are  apparent.  Such  there  «j«/?bewhen 
infidelity  prevails  ;  for  infidelity,  and  faith,  are  the  day 
-  and  night  of  the  moral  world.  One  reveals,  the  other 
G  5  hides 
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hides  heaven  from  our  thoughts.  Happy  am  I  if  this 
Letter  fhall  cccafion  the  fmalleft  dawn  on  but  one  fin- 
gle  heart,  in  this  our  grand  eclipfe.  With  you,  dear 
Sir,  the  dawn  is  long  fince  paft;  and  that  you  may  con- 
tinue in  the  light,  till  heaven,  at  that  knock  of  faith 
which  only  will  be  heard,  ftiall  admit  you  into  perfect 
day,  where  undifpvted  truth,  and  rtnmiftaken  pleafure, 
with  eadlefs  glory,  crown  the  juft;  this  is  the  prayer 
•f 


3 'our  4ffeflii*att 


L  E  T  T  E 


LETTER    II. 


O  N 


PLEASURE. 


I  133  J 


LETTER      II. 

O  N 

PLEASURE. 


DEAR  SIR, 

I  Now  proceed  to  fay  fomething  of  Plea/urf,  that 
fubjeft  which  you  fo  warmly  recommend ;  not 
aware,  1  believe,  that  it  may  be  long  before  men, 
whcfe  faults  let  the  public  eye  at  defiance,  will  learn 
to  bin  Hi  when  alone  in  their  clofets.  And  till  then, 
what  hope  of  much  reformation  from  the  pen  ?  Be- 
{iiles,  though  our  tranfgreflions  with  regard  to  plea- 
lure  are  great  ;  yet  they  are  not  new.  To  the  fcandal 
of  the  antedi'uvians  be  it  fpoken,  there  were  Britifh 
iniquities  before  the  flood.  To  fuch  a  degree  have  all 
moral  fubjefts  been  exhaufted,  that  it  is  difficult  for  a 
writer  on  them  not  to  repeat,  though  he  is  no  plagiary. 
But  your  defires  are  an  apology  for  my  deficiencies  in 
tompliance  with  them. 

Whether  we  are  more  hardened  in  infidelity,  or  fof- 
icned  in  pleafure,  may  be  difputed :  but  none  can  deny 

that 
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that  the  love  of  pleafure  is  the  root   of  every  crime. 

Theft,  murder,  perjury,  are  a  few  of  its  fatal  fruits ; 

nor  the  worft.     But  I  mall  not  dip  fo  deep  in  its  con- 

fequences ;  yet  deep  enough  to  render  the  name 
of  a  man  of  pleafure,  which  fome  affeft  for  their  honour, 
not  only  ridiculous,  but  deteftable. 

What  an  extravagant  dominion  does  phafure  exer- 
cife  over  us  ?  It  is  not  only  the  peftilence  that  walketh 
in  darknefs  ;  but  an  arrow  that  deftroyeth  at  noon -day. 
The  mcon  hides  her  face  at  our  midnight  enormities  j 
and  the  morning  blufhes  on  our  unfinifhed  debauch, 
I  am  almoft  tempted  to  fay,  that  our  impudent  folly 
puts  nature  out  of  countenance.  But  there  is  no  need 
by  words  to  exaggerate  the  fatal  truth.  Our  luxury 
is  beyond  example,  and  beyond  bounds  ;  it  flops  not 
at  the  poor :  even  they  that  live  on  alms  are  infefted 
with  it. 

It  has  often  been  obferved,  that  it  is  with  ftates,  a» 
with  men.  They  have  their  birth,  growth,  health,  dif- 
temper,  decay,  and  death.  Men  fometimes  drop  fud- 
denly  by  an  apoplexy  ;  ftates  by  conqueft  ;  in  full  vi- 
gour, both.  As  man  owes  his  mortality  to  original  fin  ; 
fome  ftates  owe  their  fall  to  fome  defeft,  or  infelicity, 
in  their  original  conftitution.  But  contracted  diftemper 
is  the  moft  common  ruin  of  ftates,  and  men.  And 
what  national  diftemper  more  mortal  than  our  own  ?  O» 
the  foft  beds  of  luxury  moft  kingdoms  have  expired. 

If  caufes  fhould  not  fail  of  their  ufual  effect;  if  our 
national  diftemper,  far  from  being  cutaneous  at  prefent, 
(hould  reach  the  vitals  of  our  Hate ;  how  applicable  to 

this 
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thrs  opulent,  proud,  profligate  metropolis  (which  calls 
the  fea  her  own,  and  whofe  vices,  more  diffufive,  are 
without  a  more)  would  be  the  prophet's  facred  dirge 
ever  antientTyre ;  whofe  fea-born  wealth,  and  hell-born 
iniquity,  let  it  not  be  faid,  was  but  a  prelude  to  our 
own  i  And  yet  if  we  proceed  in  our  infernal  career,  that 
moil  infamous  reproach  may  become  but  too  true. 

The  fublimer  and  moft  memorable  words  run  thus  j 
and  I  cannot  but  think. that,  atprefent,  they  muil  have 
a  formidable  found  in  a  Britifh  ear.  «*  Is  this  the  joyous 
4<  city  ?  wliofe  antiquity  is  of  days  remote  ?  whofe  mer- 
"  chants  were  princes,  and  her  traffickers  the  honour- 
*'  able  of  the  earth?  whofe  revenue  was  the  harveft  of 
"  rivers  ?  and  her  exchange  the  mart  of  nations  ?  who 
*'  fat  as  a  queen  ;  ftretched  out  her  hand  over  the  feas  ;, 
*'  and  (hook  the  kingdoms  ?  But  me  is  fallen  !  /he  n 
«'  fallen  !  Heaven  has  ftained  the  pride  of  all  glory.. 
•*  How  forely  muft  you  be  pained  at  the  report  ?" 

Has  not  Britain  reafon  to  be  more  deeply  ftruck.  with 
this  part  of  Scripture  than  the  reft  of  mankind  ?  Th& 
prophecy  asyet,  indeed,  through  mercy,  is  unfulfilled 
in  us :  but  if  Britain  continues,  like  Tyre, — <fcTo  fing 
*'  as  an  harlot ;  to-  take  the  harp  ;  to  make  fweet  melo- 
"  dy  ;  fing  many  fongs ;  turn  to  her  hire  ;  and  commit 
"  fornication  with  all  the  kingdoms  of  the  world,"—- 
her  fall  is  to  be  feared,  unlefs  the  fate  of  moft  former 
empires  betray  us  into  millake  ;  and  that  national  poi- 
fon  which  has  ever  proved  mortal,  is  mortal  no  more. 
If  the  fate  of  kingdoms  is  lodged  in  a  juft,  and  impar- 
tial hand,  what  but  the  grofleft  -felf-flattery  can  banifli 
cur  fears  ?  And  if  our  fears  are  bani&ed,  leave  it  not 

unob- 


136  ON   PLEASURE. 

onobferved,  that  our  very  want  of  fear  is  a  proof  of 
our  danger :  for  Heaven  infatuates,  when  it  determines 
to  deftroy. 

"  But  fuch  a  general  face  of  affluence,  and  gaiety. 
"  Are  thefe  figns  of  ruin  ?"  Not  figns  only,  but  caufes 
of  it  too.  Not  Babylon  alone  has  been  fmitten  at  a 
banquet,  and  periftied  in  its  joys.  Moft  nations  have 
been  gayeft,  when  neareft  to  their  end ;  and,  like  a  ta- 
per in  the  focket,  have  blazed  as  they  expired. 

Were  our  fathers  to  rife  from  their  graves,  they  would 
conceive  that  their  fortune  had  thrown  them  on  fome 
day  of  public  feftivity,  nor  imagine  that  every  day  was 
drunk  of  the  fame  difeafe.  By  our  gaiety  we  feem  to 
celebrate  the  perpetual  triumph  of  .the  millennium  ; 
by  our  vices,  to  add  to  it  the  manners  of  the  antedilu- 
vian world ;  and,  by  our  fecurity  under  them,  to  put 
full  confidence  in  the  divine  promife  that  the  world  fhall 
be  drowned  no  more.  If  with  the  vices  of  the  antedilu- 
vians, we  had  their  years  too,  more  might  be  faid  in 
onr  excufe :  but  to  weigh  fuch  a  moment  againft  eter- 
nity, (hews  that  the  ballance  is  in  very  weak  hands. 
The  world,  which  the  divine  vengeance  fwept  away  for 
its  enormities,  was  incapable  of  fo  great  a  guilt. 

But  in  fo  general  a  diflblution  of  manners,  are  there 
none  that  fland  intitled  to  more  particular  blame?  Are 
not  our  great  patrons  of  luxury  a  fort  of  anti-Curtii,  who 
leap  into  the  gulph  for  the  ruin  of  their  country  ?  Their 
country's  ruin  they  threaten  by  the  malignity  of  their 
example  j  while  by  the  profufion  of  their  expence  they 
nearly  finim  their  own.  What  a  weakncfs  is  felf-denial  ? 
what  idle  felf-tormentors  are  penitents  ?  rvhat  wretched 
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lunatics,  or  grofs  filicides,  are  the  noble  army  of  mar- 
tyrs, \itbcje  men  are  in  the  right  ?  How  cheap  would 
their  pleafures  come,  if  they  coft  them  nothing  more 
than  their  health,  credit,  and  eftates  ? 

Plcafure  is  in  fome  fort  more  pernicious  than  direct 
vice.  Vice  has,  naturally,  fome  horror  in  it.  It  ftartles, 
and  alarms  the  confcience,  and  puts  us  on  our  guard. 
Pleafure,  under  the  colour  of  being  harmlefs,  has  an 
opiate  in  it;  it  ftupefies  and  befots.  In  the  foft  lap  of 
pleafure  confcience  falls  afleep.  Vice,  lofingits  horror, 
becomes  familiar.  And  as  vice  increafes,  fome  expe- 
dient becomes  neceffary  to  reconcile  us  to  ourfelves. 
Thus,  looking  out  for  fome  (hadow  of  excufe,  we  natu- 
rally flide  into  groundlefs  doubts,  and  become  infidels 
out  of  pure  felf-defence. 

And,  as  pleafure  makes  us  infidels,  by  ftupefying 
the  confcience  ;  fo  it  makes  us  very  bad  hulbands  of 
temporal  enjoyments,  by  darkening  our  under- 
ilandings ;  and  this  unqualifies  us  for  the  very  point 
to  which  alone  we  pretend. 

It  is  this  cloud  on  their  underftanding  which  hinders 
our  voluptuaries  from  difccrning,  that  their  blind  rage 
for  pleafure  turns  bleffings  into  their  reverfe.  Birth, 
education,  and  abundance,  are  great  bleflings  ;  but, 
abufed  by  pleafure  into  motives  and  inftruments  of  in- 
dulgence, birth  is  more  ignoble  than  obfcurity ;  know- 
legeismore  pernicious  than  ignorance;  and  abundance 
more  a  misfortune  than  want.  Men  of  rank  (and  of  fuch 
I  fpeak)  if  wrong,  can  fcarce  avoid  finning  beyond 
themfelves.  How  peflilential  their  example  falls  on  the 
lower  world,  which,  under  the  welcome  force  of  fuch 
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illuftrious  authority,  turn  cliflblute,  as  much  for  the 
fake  of  their  credit  and  fortune,  as  of  their  lulls  ; 
pride,  and  intereft,  bringing  needlefs  fuccour  to  loofe 
defire;  and  Tyburn  has  fometimes  reaped,  what  af- 
femblies  have  fown.  Great  men  in  the  wrong,  arc 
powerful  engines  of  mifchief,  and,  like  burfting 
bombs,  deltroy  themfelves,  and  all  around  them. 

And  as  to  the  two  fupreme  bleflings,  and  glories  of 
man,  their  reafon  and  immortality;  thefe,  as  they  ma- 
nage it,  flame  out  into  vengeance  too  great  to  be  men- 
tioned without  horror.  Their  reafon  fcrves  only  to 
render  them  more  guilty;  and  their  immortality  to 
render  endlefs  the  fad  wages  of  their  guilt. 

It  is  this  cloud  on  our  understanding  which  makes  us 
fo  little  matters  in  the  very  fcience  we  profefs.  Happi- 
nefs  is  our  ftudy,  but  are  we  not  dunces  in  it  ?  We 
know  not,  or  feem  not  to  know,  that  all  real  enjoy- 
ment lies  within  the  compafs  of  God's  commands  ; 
which  abridge  not,  but  defend  them :  that  when  we  dip 
too  deep  in  pleafnre,  we  ftir  a  fediment,  that  renders  it 
impure,  and  noxious  :  that  (as  much  a  paradox  as  it 
may  feem)  the  bsft  means  of  arriving  at  the  true  plea- 
fures  of  the  body,  is  to  preferve,  and  cultivate,  the  pow- 
ersof  theibul;  andthat  a  good  underflandh:g  is,  inman^ 
the  fource,  and  fecurity,  of  mere  animal  duiight. 

Let  thefe  gentlemen  take  notice  that  I  am  not  againft 
enjoyment  ;  I  am  as  great  a  lover  of  it,  as  they  ;  for 
without  a  relifti  of  the  good  things  cf  life,  we  cannot  be 
thankful.  Enjoy,  but  enjoy  reafonably,  and  thankfully 
to  the  great  Donor;  that  will  fecure  us  from  excefs.  To 
enjoy,  is  our  wifdoro,  and  our  duty ;  it  is  the  great  leffon 
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of  human  life ;  but  a  letfbn  which  few  have  learned  ; 
and  none  lefs  than  tbej'e,  who  proclaim  themfelves 
mafters  cf  art  in  it. 

It  is  this  pleafure-bred  cloud  on  the  underftanding, 
which  makes  us  forget,  that  virtue  is  the  health  of  the 
foul:  that  all  provifion,  and  parade  from  without,  can 
make  a  fenfualift  juft  as  happy,  as  the  fame  can  make 
an  invalid  :  that  both  have  pains  adhering,  necefiarily, 
to  their  prefent  ftate  :  that  bath  have  rather  remedies, 
than  joys:  that  aflemblies,  balls,  mafquerades,  13  c.  are 
but  as  \vell-ftored  hofpitals,  unneceflary  to  the  found; 
and  but  poor  palliatives  to  the  fick :  though  pretenders 
to  more  than  health,  they  confefs  our  diltemper  ;  and, 
what  is  worfe,  increafe  the  diftemper  they  confefs  :  and 
that  of  diftempers  the  worft,  a  wrong  judgment  in  our 
rr.oft  important  point. 

I  grant,  that  in  the  boundlefs  field  of  licentioufnefs, 
fome  baflard  joys  may  rife,  that  look  gay,  more  elpe- 
cially  at  a  diftance;  but  they  foon  wither.  No  joys  are 
always  fweet,  and  flourifh  long,  but  fuch  as  have  felf- 
approbation  for  their  root,  and  the  divine  favour  for 
their  flicker.  We  are  for  rootlefs  joys,  joys  beyond 
appetite ;  which  is  the  fole  root  of  fenfual  delight.  We 
are  for  joys,  not  of  man's  native  growth,  but  forced  up 
by  luxurious  art :  dung'd  by  great  expence ;  and  ihons 
on,  not  by  the  divine  favour,  but  a  flrong  imagination, 
which  gives  them  all  their  little  tafte  ;  and  makes  them 
apt,  like  other  crudefruits,  to  furfeit,  and  deflroy.  We 
are,  in  a  word,  for  joys  of  our  own  creation,  the  feeds 
of  which  Heaven  never  fowed  in  oar  hearts.  But  we 
may  as  well  invade  another  prerogative  of  Heaven,  and, 

with 
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with  the  tyrant  of  Eli s,  pretend  to  make  thunder  and 
lightning,  as  real  joy.  I  fay  real  joy ;  joy  we  may 
make,  but  not  chearfulnefs.  Joy  may  fubfift  without 
thought ;  chearfulnefs  rifes  from  it.  Joy  is  from  the 
pulfe;  chearfulnefs  from  the  heart.  That  may  give  a 
momentary  tiafh  of  pleafure;  this  alone  makes  a  happy 
man.  And  happy  men  there  may  be,  who  never 
laughed  in  their  lives:  and  in  a  fituation,  where  rea- 
fon  calls  for  the  reverfe,  there  is  not  in  nature  fo  me- 
lancholy a  thing  as  joy. 

It  is  this  intellectual  cloud,  which  hangs,  like  a  fog, 
over  every  gay  refort  of  our  moral  invalids  (though  in- 
rifibleto  common  eyes),  which  flings  us  not  only  into 
jniftakes,  but  contradictions.  How  fick  are  we  of  yef- 
terday  ?  yet  how  fond  of  to-morrow,  though  devoted  to 
the  fame  cheat  as  the  paft  ?  Which  flings  us  into  con- 
tradictions not  only  in  reafon;  but  contradictions  to 
fenfe.  We  can't  believe  that  fatigue,  is  fatigue;  let  its 
caufe  be  what  it  will.  Too  much  recreation  tires  as 
much,  as  too  much  bufinefs;  yet  one  we  fwallow;  are 
choaked  by  the  other.  The  man  of  bufinefs  has,  at 
lead,  his  fevfnth  day's  reft.  Our  fever  for  folly  never 
intermits.  Our  week  has  no  fabbath  in  it.  So  much 
harder  is  the  mafler  whom  we  ferve,  than  that  of  better 
men;  and  yet,  to  our  infamous  honour  be  it  fpoken, 
we  are  better  fervants  than  they.  How  do  we  run,  la- 
bour, expend;  expofe  ourfelves,  hurt  our  families,  re- 
fift  unbounded,  eternal  temptations  to  wifdom;  offer 
up  the  rich  facrifice  of  conscience,  and  underftanding  ; 
watch;  watch  late;  and  all,  but  pray,  for  his  fervice  ? 
Quite  jaded  with  protrafted  amufements,  we  yawn  over 
them.  The  dull  drone  of  nominal  diverfion  (till  hum- 
ming 
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ming  on,  when  the  (hort  tune  of  enjoyment  is  over, 
lulls  us  quite  afleep;  Like  the  bear  in  the  fable,  we 
hug  our  darling  to  death.  Inftead  of  rejoicing  in  tri- 
bulation (of  which  few  among  us  ever  heard),  we  for- 
rowin  delight:  for,  to  fpeak  the  truth  (though  we  would 
not  have  it  divulged),  we  tread  thiseternal  round  of  va- 
nities, lefs,  for  the  pleafure  it  brings,  than  for  the  pain 
it  fufpends.  It  is  a  refuge,  not  a  prize.  Like  criminals 
(as  we  are),  we  fly  to  it  from  our  much-injured,  unfor- 
giving foes,  from  ourfelves  ;  which  chide  and  fting  us, 
when  alone;  when  together,  we  fupport  each  other's 
fpirits;  which  is  like  failors  clinging  to  each  other  for 
fafety,  when  the  veflel is  finking.  We  fly  from  ourfelves, 
becaufe  we  firil  fly  from  our  Maker.  Wretched  flight  ! 
Hell  is  nothing  bat  an  intire  abfence  from  him  ;  and 
every  partial  departure  has  its  proportion  of  it. 

But  thofe  deep  draughts  of  pleafure  which  befot  us, 
mull  anfwer  for  all  abfurdities  ;  and,  among  the  reit, 
for  our  intire  ignorance  of  the  nature  of  that  world  in 
which  we  live.  Mirth  at  a  funeral  is  fcarce  more  in- 
decent and  unnatural,  than  a  perpetual  flight  of  gaiety, 
and  budl  of  exultation,  in  a  world  like  this  :  a  world 
which  may  fecm  a  paradife  to  fools,  but  is  an  hofpital 
with  the  wife  :  a  world,  in  which  bare  tfcape  is  a  prime 
felicity.  Ejf'ugere  eft  Irittmphus. 

The  numbenefs  pains  of  body,  and  mind  ;  the  dark 
folemn  approaches  to,  or  difmalveftibules  of,  thegrave, 
as  well  as  opening  graves  themfelves,  are  fo  thick  fcat- 
tered  over  the  faceoi  the  whole  earth,  that  an  unpetri- 
fied  heartcan't  look  round,  without  feeling  an  inevitable 
Uamp,  and  general  difconfolation  ;  ajad  venting  a  ligh 
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univerfal  for  the  whole  family  of  Adamt  for  the  lot  of 
all  mankind.  Nothing  but  ftrong  faith  in  eternal  life 
could  hinder  tears  from  burftingo'er  it :  nor  are  tears 
too  much;  for  fympathy  is  the  chief  duty  of  human 
life. 

Were  one  tenth  part  of  the  wretched  nets/rent  that  is 
felt,  it  would  ftrike  us  with  horror.  Heaven  means  to 
make  one  half  of  the  fpeciesamoral  lefture  to  the  other. 
It  furrounds  us  with  deplorable  objedls,  not  more  for 
the  fake  of  the  wretched,  than  for  our  own  ;  that  our 
companion  awaken 'd,  may  awaken  our  prudence  ;  and 
teach  us  what  we  have  to  do,  by  (hewing  us  what  we 
have  to  fear.  Shall  the  rich,  and  the  well  educated, 
throw  their  abundance  down  the  fink  of  unprofitable 
and  untafted  delights,  while  untaught  multitudes  mif* 
take,  and  fin  ;  and  indigent  multitudes  Ihiver,  and 
fiarve  ?  While  we  think  we  arc  fparing  expenccs,  we 
are  running  in  debt.  How  deep  are  we  in  arrears  to 
the  diftrefted  ?  The  diflrefled  have,  fromreafon,  as  juit 
a  demand  on  our  fu per flui ties,  as  we  have,  from  law, 
on  our  ftewards  for  oar  eftates.  But  this  is  noflay-ddt, 
and  therefore,  without  diflionour,  undifchargcd. 

Is  then  my  repeated  cenfure  of  intelle&ual  darknef* 
toofevere?  I  wi(h  it  were.  But,  alas!  how  diltar.t 
from  their  thoughts  are  the  points  the  moft  important? 
How  foreign  to  their  interell,  all  that  is  nearcft  their 
hearts  ?  When  I  fpeak  of  their  darknefs,  I  do  not  for- 
get my  own.  There  is  not  that  man  on  earth  that  does 
not  well  deferve  cenfure,  and  even  from  them.  But 
there  is  difference  in  deviation  from  the  right.  Mulat- 
tos are  not  Ethiopians.  I  grant  in  their  excufe,  that, 
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though  all  can  fee  folly  in  pleafures  paft,  yet  muft  he 
be  wifer  than  Solomon,  who  fees  it  in  thofe  to  come. 
Yet  wifer  than  Solomon,  in  this  refpeft,  mujl  we  be,  or 
continue  mere  idiots ;  and  idiots  with  regard  to  the 
prefent  life:  for  this  life's  enjoyment  lies,  chiefly,  in  our 
title  to  the  joys  of  the  next ;  as  earth  becomes  fruitful 
from  the  kind  influence  of  the  diltant  fun. 

And  now  what  occafion  of  advancing  any  thing  more 
to  the  condemnation  of  thefe  fons  of  Epicurus,  and  iu 
disfavour  of  pleafure,  than  this,  W'K.  That  by  darken- 
ing our  underftandings,  it  robs  us  of  this  worlj  ;  and  by 
ftupefying  our  confciences,  of  the  next.  So  far  are  they 
from  their  boafted  happinefs,  that  even  in  the  judg- 
ment of  a  Heathen  (not  to  mention  the  Scripture,  of 
much  lefs  authority  with  them),  they  are  dead  while 
yet  alive.  Is  demum  VIVE  RE,  atque  anima  frui  <videtitr  ; 
qui  alitui  intentus  negr.tio,  'aut  artis  boiit£,  aut  pr#cl<iri  fa* 
thior:s,famam  queerit.  Salluft. 

It  is  faid  of  their  matter  Epicurus,  Deos  verbis  reli- 
quit,  refuftulit.  By  his,  and  their,  goddefs,  PUafurt, 
they  do  juft  the  fame.  They  loudly  boaft,  and  effec- 
tually cleftroy,  it  ;  the  firft,  through  want  of  modefty; 
the  laft  through  want  of  underllanding.  But  they  muft 
keep  themfelves  in  countenance,  though  out  of  heart; 
and  make  themfelves  fome  fmall  air.inds  from  vanity, 
for  what  is  wanting  to  reafon,  and  to  fenfe. 

Nor  tread  they  their  Mafter's  fteps  in  this  alone.  He 
out  of  a  fwarm  of  dancing  atoms,  was  for  making  a 
world  :  They,  out  of  a  giddy  whirl  of  innumerable 
amufemcnts,  thofe  minute  particles  of  pleafare,  are  for 
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forming  happinefs :  A  fyftem  equally  philofophical  ; 
and  of  equal  fuccefs.  A  GOD  alone  can  make  one  ; 
the  goa-like  only  can  atchieve  the  other  :  And  where 
are  they  to  be  found  in  this  hopeful  fchool  ? 

The  one  thing  neceffary  for  happinefs  is  in  common 
to  both  worlds  ;  this,  and  the  next.  In  vain  we  feek 
a  different  receipt  for  it,  one  in  time,  another  in  eter- 
nity. Virtue  wanting,  every  thing  eife  becomes  ne- 
ceffary  to  happinefs,  and  ineffectual.  To  what  amounts, 
then,  the  boail  of  their  numberlefs  felicities?  It  brings, 
ia  proof  of  their  happinefs,  a  demcnftration  of  their 
mifery.  A  good  man  Jhail  le  faiisfied  from  him/elf 
alone.  A  bad  man  mall  be  di.Tatisfied,  with  all  the 
world  at  his  devotion. 

But  there  is  a  third  particular,  in  which,  if  they  had 
followed  their  Matter,  itwould  have  been  more  for  their 
advantage,  and  credit :  An  indulgent  Providence  has 
abundantly  provided  us  with  irreproveable  ple^lures ; 
why  are  thefe  fwept  away  with  an  ungrateful  hand,  to 
make  room  forpoifons,  of  our  own  deadly  competition, 
to  be  placed  in  their  ftead  ?  Epicurus  was  in  love  with 
his  gardens.  But  that  is  an  amour  too  innocent  for 
them:  A  garden  has  ever  had  the  praife,  and  affeftion, 
of  the  wife.  What  is  requifuc  to  make  a  wife,  and 
happy  man,  but  rerte&ion,  and  peace  ?  and  both  are 
the  natural  growth  of  a  garden.  Nor  is  a  garden  only 
a  promoter  of  agood  man's  happinefs,  butapidlureofit; 
and,  in  fome  fort,  fliews  him  to  himfelf.  Its  culture, 
order,  fruitfulnefs,  and  feclufion  from  the  world,  com- 
pared to  the  weeds,  wildnefs,  and  expofure  of  a  common 
field,  is  no  bad  emblem  of  a  good  man, -compared  to 

the 
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i\c  irmhuude.  A  garden  weeds  tin*  mind;  it  weeds  it 
cfworljly  thoughts;  and  fows  celtilial  feed  in  their 
ftead.  For  what  fee  we  there,  but  what  awakens  in  us 
cur  gratitude  to  htwen  ?  A  garden  to  the  virtuous  is  a 
paradife  ftill  extant ;  a  paradife  unloft.  What  a  rich 
preient  from  heaven  ot'  fweet  incenfe  to  man  was  waft- 
ed in  that  breeze  ?  What  a  delightful  entertainment  of 
fight  glows  on  yonder  bed,  as  if  in  kindly  fhowers  the 
\vatry  bow  had  ihed  all  its  moll  celeflial  colours  on  it  ? 
Here  are  no  obje&s  that  fire  the  paffions:  None  that 
do  not  initruft  the  underltanding,  and  better  the  heart, 
while  they  delight  the  fenfe  ;  but  not  the  fenfe  of  theft 
men.  To  them  the  tulip  has  no  colours ;  the  rofe  no 
fcent :  Their  palate  for  Pleafure  is  fo  deadened,  and 
burnt  out,  by  the  violent  ftroke  of  higher  tafles,  as 
leaves  no  fenfibility  for  the  fofter  impreffions  of  thefe  ; 
much  lefs  for  the  relifti  of  thofe  philofophic,  or  moral, 
fentiments,  which  the  verdant  walk,  clear  fiream,  em- 
bowering fliade,  pendant  fruit,  or  rifing  flower,  thofo 
fpcechlefs,  not  powerlefs,  orators,  ever  prailing  their 
great  Author,  infpire:  Much  lefs  ftill  for  their  religi- 
ous infpirations.  Who  cannot  look  on  a  flower  till  he 
frightens  himfelf  out  of  infidelity  ?  Religion  is  the 
natural  growth  of  the  works,  of  God;  and  infidelity, 
of  the  inventions  of  men. 

Spiritually  blind;  deaf,  and  ftupid,  they  fee  not  the 
great  Omaiprefnt  walking  in  the  garden  ;  they  hear  not 
his  call;  they  know  not  that  they  are  naked  ;  they  hide 
not  among  the  trees ;  but  fland  in  open  defiance  of  his 
laws.  Religion  is  far  from  them. 

Vo*.IV.  H  And 
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And  where  can  we  hope  religion,  if  not  in  age?  And 
are  there  Hecuhas  to  be  found  among  the  bright  Helens 
of  our  times?  Is  diverfion  grown  a  leveller,  like  death  ? 
Can  afiemblies  banifh  diftinclion,  andflicw  us  all  dates, 
like  church-yards  ?  The  latter,  for  their  years,  is  the 
more  proper  fcene.  Give  me  leave,  Sir,  to  addrefs  them  j 
and  addrefs  them  in  hafte :  They  may  die  by  to-morrow. 
To-night  they  are  mining  at  the  aflembly.  Thither,  for 
a  moment,  imagination  transports  me  to  attend  them. 

"  So  various,  Ladies  !  and  cogent,  are  the  resfons 
'«  which  might  call  you  to  this  place,  that  I  am  at  a 
"  lofs  which  to  thank  for  the  honour  it  receives.  Come 
"  you  to  admire,  or  to  be  admired ?  Your  modefly  de- 
*'  clines  the  laft,  Corne  you  out  of  kindnefs,  then, 
"  to  authorife  thofe  amufements,  you  chule  not  to 
"  adorn  ?  Or  come  you,  out  of  companion,  to  make 
*'  thefe  young  criminals  appear  more  innocent,  than 
"  they  could  appear  uncompared  with  fuperior  indif- 
"  cretion  ?  Or  come  you  out  of  piety,  to  return  thanks 
**  at  this  religious  bottfe,  for  your  fo  narrowly  cfcaping 
"  the  grave  ?  Or  come  you,  out  of  pure  generofity,  to 
"  heighten  the  mirth  of  the  night  ?  Your  point  is  car- 
"  ried.  What  borrowed  ornaments  are  thefe?  Is  vani- 
*'  ty  ftill  in  its  fpring?  Is  the  folly  of  hairlefs  head) 
**  putting  forth  its  gay  bloflbms  in  the  December  of 
"  life  ?  Age  cannot  drop  its  dignity,  and  yet  retain  its 
fl  privileges.  It  muft  be  laughed  at,  if  it  will  not  be 
"  revered  ;  and  objects  of  reverence  cannot  enter  at 
"  theje  doors.  We  reverence  age,  as  we  reverence 
"  noble  birth;  on  fuppofition,  both:  If  our  fuppofi- 
**  tlon  proves  falfc,  our  homage  dies. 

"  A  lit- 
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"  A  little  entertainment,  you  fay,  is  natural— What 
"  a  portentous  jumble  of  feafons,  what  a  violation  of 
"  nature  is  this ;  winter  dancing  with  the  fpring  ? 
"  Where  are  the  firft  partakers  of  your  paftimes,  when 
"  paftimes  became  you  ?  Their  very  monuments  are 
"  in  ruins.  What  real  connexion  of  heart,  or  inter- 
"  efts,  can  you  have  with  any  now  alive?  And  without 
"  fuch  connection,  how  infipid  your  commerce  with 
"  them  ?  Sure  yeu  cannot  approve  Mezentius's  connec- 
"  tion  of  the  living  with  the  dead. 

"  Hang  your  hours,  though,  probably,  fo  few,  fo 
**  <zwy  heavy  on  your  hands,  that  you  had  rather  bear 
"  contempt,  than  fhem  ?  Is  it  drowned  by  the  fpright- 
"  ly  viol,  or  hear  you  yon  folemn  b'jll  ?  Wants  that  the 
11  power  to  call  you  to  your  clofets,  which  calls  your 
"  grand-children  to  their  graves  ?  Is  it  thus  you  dif- 
"  charge  the  duties  of  age  to  the  rifmg  generation  ? 
"  Whatever  feeds  of  prudence  you  would  fow  in  their 
"  hearts,  before  they  can  take  root,  thefe  vanities  blow 
««  away  ;  efpecially,  if  you,  like  the  ladies  of  Lapland, 
**  heighten  the  *  hurricane  yourfelves. 

"  Have  you  never  heard,  my  good  Ladie?,  of  there- 
•*  demption  of  time?  You  carry  yours  to  market,  and 
"  fell  it  for  nothing,  nay,  you  dearly  buy  it  off  your 
'*  hands.  Can  nothing  but  fuch  trifles,  fuch  murder 
"of time,  make  you  think  that  you  are  alive?  Can 
*'  nothing  but  the  ftroke  of  death  convince  you,  you 
"  fliall  die?  To  their  beauty  alone,  too  much  amufe- 
'*  ment  is  forgiven,  even  in  the  young.  What,  thiM, 

*  Some  afTcmbliei  fo  called, 

H  2  ««  have 
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"  havej?c«  to  plead  ? — That  which  is  fairer  than  beauty, 
'*  if  you  will  call  it  to  your  aid  :  Virtue  can  reconcile 
"  our  refpect  to  wrinkles.  It  can  render  age  amiable, 
"  when  bloom  fmiles  in  vain.  But  vice,  and  defor- 
*'  mity,  when  twilled  together,  is  fuch  a  Gorgon,  as 
"  turns  the  tenderell  heart  into  Hone. 

"  Pardon,  Ladies !  that  I  prefurae  to  call  that  vice, 
"  which  you  will  foften  by  fome  milder  name.  What  is 
"  innocence  in  youth,  may  be  vice  in  years.  Befides, 
"  mark  the  mifchief  of  what  you  call  harmlefs  expedi- 
"  ents  to  fmooth  the  rugged  path  of  life.  You  fpread 
«'  that  path  with  fnares,  to  the  ruin  of  thofe  you  love. 
"  You  make  parental  authority,  that  natural  fafeguard 
"  of  youth,  their  temptation  to  folly  ;  zndflial  obtdi- 
"  ence,  fo  lovely,  fo  pious,  the  ftrange  caufe  of  their 
"  crimes.  Through  fuch  mazes  of  more  than  folly, 
"  when  parents  lead  the  way ;  children,  out  of  pure 
"  duty,  may  tread  their  wrong  fteps.  Or,  if  they  have 
"  more  difcerr.ment,  or  more  grace  ;  what  follows  !— 
*'  What  you  yourfelves  will  be  mocked  to  hear ;  and 
"  I  to  tell :  A  daughter  bluflnvg  for  h^r  who  bore  her. 
"  Which  to  my  knowledge,  and  aftoaifhmcnt,  has  been 
"  the  too  memorable,  and  too  deplorable,  cafe." 

Here  I  would  fain  leave  off,  and  t*  row  a  mantle  over 
the  nakednefs  of  our  own  fex  :  But  that  would  be  too 
^rcat  partiality.  It  is  too  fure  AJxm  nlfo  fell.  As  I 
have  fpokon  to  his  daughters,  J  muft  fpeak,  Sir,  by 
your  permillion,  now  to  his  c.ged  funs.  I  can  fpeak 
with  more  irccdum  to  thefe !  I  was  foicedto  fpare  his 
daughters,  cut  cf  decency. 
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"  Ye  fitftonroll  for  Eternity!  why  this  wafte  of 
"  time  ?  Why  is  its  date  quite  erafed  ?  Your  fpruce  ap- 
"  pear?.nce  is  a  perfeft  forgery.  And  defervcs  it  net 
'*  the  wonted  penalty  for  it  ?  Yoo,  for  whom  it  is  al- 
"  moft  as  unnatural,  as  for  a  mole,  to  be  feen  above- 
"  ground,  what  mean  you  by  trefpailing  on  this  nether 
"  world  ?  Or  if  here,  ye  deferters  from  death  !  to  vvhcie 
"  corps  you  belong,  why  lift  into  fo  very  foreign  a  kr- 
"  vice  ?  Death,  the  more  he  is  forgot,  the  more  formi- 
"  dable  he  grow?.  Sut  how  could  you  forget  him, 
"  who  have  feen  him  fnatching  from  your  bofom  fuch 
"  numbers  of  your  friends  ?  Has  he  fo  often  knocked 
"  at  the  next  door,  end  fo  frequently  (hook  his  lance 
"  in  vain  ?  Will  you  drop  into  the  grave  on  your  road 
"  to  the  ball?  You,  who,  cm  full  age  of  man  expired, 
"  commence,  a  new,  with  all  the  \vantonnefs  of  youth, 
•'  by  an  antichriilian  jegeneration;  ^.fucnd  birth  into 
"  all  the  foibles  of  a  fenfual  life  !  Conficler,  what  ten- 
*'  der  reverence,  what  refpeft  mixt  with  companion, 
"  is  paid  to  years  owning  their  infirmities,  and  fup- 
"  porting  them,  as  they  ought.  But  infirmities  of 
*'  body  diffembled,  that  thofe  of  the  mind  may  be  the 
"  more  indulged;  a  vicious  mind  flinging  on  a  jaded 
"  body  into  fhame ;  this  calls  not  only  for  the  fcorn, 
"  but  deteftation,  of  mankind. 

*'  Confider,  Sirs !  is  there  not  fome  miflake  ?  Do 
"  not  your  minds,  through  diforder  of  the  machine,  go 
"  too  flow,  and  mifreprefent  the  time  of  day  ?  Elfe, 
"  how  could  men,  who  have  not  fpace  fufhcient  left 
"  between  them,  and  their  graves,  for  life's  wonted 
"  deluiions  to  difplay  their  gay  phantoms  ;  who  can 
H  3  "hardly 
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"  hardly  hope  to  repeat  to-morrow  the  farce  of  to-day; 
"  ftill  perfilt  to  be  boys  ?  Young  men,  indeed,  may 
"  fee  vifions  of  what  never  (hall  come  to  pafs  ;  and  be 
M  ravifhed  with  them  :  But  old  men  in  their  fenfes, 
"  cannot  fo  much  as  dream  dreams  of  delight;  fuch 
""  delight,  I  mean,  as  yours.  What  delight  can  thefe 
"  gay  fcenes  afford  you  ?  I  mould  think  you  mould  be 
"  more  mortified,  than  amufed,  where  you  fcarce  can, 
*'  fee  a  face  that  does  not  make  you  look  twenty  years 
"  older  than  before.  Hope  you  any  regard,  or  affec- 
"  ticn  among  them  ?  No;  defpair  even  of  toleration, 
•'  but  when  thefe  moderns,  for  amufement,  dip  into  you, 
"  as  into  chronological  tables,  to  know  what  happened 
"  before  the  flood:  Find. friends  in  coevals,  or  de- 
"  fpair. 

"  Indeed,  my  good  friends,  in  one  fenfe,  moft  cer- 
"  tainly,  you  are  ftrjmgers  upon  earth,  why  will  yoa 
*'  not  be  fo  in  the  bcji  ?  That  you  might  be  fo  in  the 
"  beft  is,  probably,  the  fole  rcafon  you  are  ftill  alive. 
41  Men  in  years,  and  the  clergy,  are  the  two  natural 
"  fupports  of  virtue  and  religion  ;  that  is,  the  two  co- 
"  lurrns  on  which  public  welfare  is  built:  And  the 
"  firft  is  the  ftrongcr,  as  there  is  lefs  prejudice  ag.iinft 
"it.  They  both  have  higher  obligations  to  be  wife 
"  than  other  men  :  And  if  the  world  fees  thofe  higher 
"  obligations  fail  of  their  due  effeft,  their  confciences 
"  will  fit  eafier  under  the  negleft  of  their  own.  The 
"  clergy  are  voluntiers ;  the  aged  are  prefled  by  na- 
"  ture  into  the  fervice  of  wifdom  :  And  if  they  both 
«'  defert,  vice  may  triumph  without  a  battle  j  and  vir- 
*'  tue  fall  without  a  mourner. 

"Ye 


ON    PLEASURE.  151 

"  Ye  fine  men  of  rank,  and  parts !  a  common  fol- 
**  dier  (your  contempt,  no  doubt)  (hall  reproach  you, 
«'  One  of  them,  requefting  difmiffion  from  CHARLES- 
"  Vth,  gave  this  reafon  for  it,  Inter  <vitee  mgatia  extre- 
"  mumque  diem  opcrtet  aliquod  temper  is  intereedtre.  Much 
"  more  inter  *vit<e  'volvptates,  and  our  iaft  hour.  Will 
*'  vou  8°  to  your  graves  with  your  eyes  fhut,  as  Plu- 
tf  tarcb  tells  you  the  Spartans  went  to  their  beds  in  the 
"  dark  f  If  fo,  as  reafonable  men  in  years  enter  their 
"  graves  as  a  harbour,  you  will  ftrike  on  yours,  as  on 
*'  a  rock.  You  do  not  only  expofe  yourfelves,  but 
"  your  whole  fpecies.  When  they  that  have  molt  reafon 
*'  to  be  wife,  are  the  fartheftfrom  it';  it  finks  the  drg- 
"  nity  of  our  common  nature,  brings,  beyond  all  other 
"  enormities,  a  reproach  on  mankind  ;  and  gives  each 
"  individual,  as  a  fufferer,  as  a  lharer  in  the  fcandal, 
"  a  j^ift  right  not  cmly  of  cenfure,  but  revenge. 

•'  This  will  excufe  my  indignation  at  two  notcrituii 
"  offenders ;  and  therefore  I  lhall  dare  name  them. 
"  Who  are  they,  but  Sedbury  and  Torrifmond  ?  Their 
"  pidlures  have  been  partly  drawn  by  the  famous  Sey- 
"  mour :  I  mail  fketch  the  reft.  Thefe  are  two  perfect 
*'  heroes  in  this  tranfgreflion  ;  old  offenders  in  an  of- 
«'  fence,  which,  till  old,  they  could  not  begin  :  Who 
"  join  the  gallantries  of  Paris  to  the  years  of  Ne/ior  : 
*'  Who  read  a  play-bill,  and  a  bill  of  mortality,  with 
"the  fame  fenfation,  and  afpeft:  Who  can  amuji 
'*  themfelves  with  a  cathedral  fervice  :  and  go  for  an. 
"  hour's  diver/ion  to  the  funeral  of  a  friend  ! 

"  Plow  many  friends  have  they  loft  ?  that  is,  how 

**  oftec  has  their  confidence  in  the  world  been  fhaken 

H  4  •  "a* 
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*'  at  the  root  ?  And  give  they  ftill  full  proof  of  their 
"  obftinate  adherence  to,  and  cordial  incorporation 
"with  it?  Has  it  not  daily  crumbled  away  in  their 
"  fingers  ?  and  will  they  hug  it  ftill  ?  How  can  their 
"  hearts  ftill  fwell  with  thofe  flattened  bubbles  of  idle 
"  joy,  fo  often  pricked  by  death  ? 

"  Ye  two  antediluvian  youths!  what  greater  folly 
"  on  earth  than  that  of  confounding  feafons,  and  not 
"  giving  their  refpcvflive  appropriations  : :>  the  different 
«•  periods  of  life  ?  Nothing  can  be  in  credit  that  is  out 
*'  of  character  j  and  credit  you  afiett,  no  one  more. 
"  If  you  would  find  it,  let  thefe  gentle  hints,  like  the 
*'  light  touch  of  a  magic  wand,  make  you  fhrink  from 
"  your  vernal  bloom  ;  and  wither  at  leaft  to  the  de- 
"  cencies  of  fourfcore ;  for  I  would  make  you  fome  air 
"  lowance  ftill. 

"  Know  ye  not,  that  they  who  in  their  wrinkled  de*- 
*'  clineout-dive  in  folly  the  temerities  of  youth,  and  die 
"  immat-ur^ly  at  twice  the  age  of  man,  are  void  of 
"  fhame  from  cenfure  human,  and  divine ;  quite  cal- 
"  lous  to  God,  and  men  r  Know  you  not  that  fucli 
"  faults  after  feventy  are  as  feverely  judged  by  this 
**  world,  as  the  next  ?  To  be  born  like  a  wild  afs's 
"  colt,  is  natural ;  but  not  to  live  fo,  and  retain  the 
*'  colt's  tooth,  when  all  the  man's  are  fallen  out.  Time 
"  wa?,  when  to  centauri/.e  was  lefs  ridiculous.  But 
"  unlefs  your  equeftrian  part  is  now  drfmifled,  laugh- 
"  ter  is  irrefiftible ;  as  your  friend  Horace  aflures  you  : 

Solve  fenefccntem  mat ur t  f anus  equum,  ne 

Peccet  ad  txtremtm  ridendus, 

«'  In  (lead 
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"  Inflead  of  forfeiting  every  public  place  with  your 
"  ungodly  omniprefence,  yon  fliould  be  referved  -as 
««  the  great  Mogul.  A  little  fclf  annihilation  would 
"  be  the  wifeft  way  even  for  your  own  vanity ;  for  the 
"  more  we  forget  our  age,  the  more  we  remind  others 
"  of  it ;  and  the  younger  we  would  appear,  fo  much 
"  older  fhall  we  look,  in  all  eyes  but  our  own. 

"  Yes,  gentlemen  !  to  prcftrve  your  dignity,  retire 
"  like  eaftern  kings.  And  kings,  ifideed,  you  may 
•'  be,  and  glorious  ones  too,  if  you  will  be  wife  :  For 
"  ,,  wifdom  is  the  crcivn  of  old  age  j  and  the  fear  of 
«'  „  the  Lord  is  its  glory." 

Since  the  witchcraft  of  Pkafure  is  fo  ftrong  as  to 
turn  young  men  into  old,  by  their  infirmities  ;  and  old 
into  young,  by  their  affeclntion,  and  conceit ;  let  us 
look  a  little  more  narrowly  into  the  perverfe  compofi- 
tion  of  that  marvellous  being,  which  we  ftylea  Man  of 
Pie  afar  e  ;  and  make  fomewhat,  if  poffible,  like  an  ana- 
lylis  of  it. 

The  man  of  Pleafiire  (though  I  fear  he  never  afted 
himfelf  the  queftion)  of  what  nature,  fpecies,  or  rank 
in  the  creation  conceives  he  himfelf  to  be?  Doe»  this 
yet  unconltrucd,  undecyphered  creature  confider  hirr.- 
felf  as  an  immortal  being  ?  or  only  as  a  rational^  cr  .v. 
a  mere  animal?  If  as  an  immortal,  let  him  regard 
things  eternal  :  If  as  a  rational,  let  reafon  reign  :  if?-, 
a  mere  animal,  let  him  indulge  appetite;  but  not  ^o 
beyond  it.  When  appetite  is  fatishod,  an  animal's 
meal  is  over  :  If  a.s  a  composition  of  all  three  ;  tetjt 
not  be  a  confufion  of  them ;  let  it  be  a  comfc/ition ; 
and  order  alone  can  preferve  that  name. 

H  5  N«; 
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No  ;  he  is  for  neither  of  thefe.  He  is  an  immortal, 
without  a  fenfe  of  immortality.  He  is  a  rational,  de- 
throning reafon  ;  and  an  animal,  tranfgrefling  appe- 
tite :  An  unhappy  combination,  a  wretched  chaos  of 
all,  without  the  benefit  of  either:  Nay,  a  fufferer 
from  each,  becaufe  an  abufer  of  all.  They  are  not, 
as  heaven  defigned  them,  three  parties  in  alliance  for 
his  happinefs :  but  three  confpirators,of  his  own  mak- 
ing, againft  his  peace. 

For  mark  this  immortal  maze  of  human  ruin  j  ap- 
petite, reafon,  and  immortality,  violate,  and  are  vio- 
lated by,  each  other.  Subtle  reafon  finds  arts,  and 
arguments  to  tempt  appetite  beyond  her  bounds.  Un- 
bounded appetite  with  flupcfying  fenfuality  bribes  rea- 
fon to  drop  her  dominion.  Her  dominion  dropped 
renders  blind  immortality  regardlefs  of  things  eternal: 
And  they  being  difregarded,  all  immortality's  bound- 
lefs  powers,  and  dcfires,  devolve  on  things  temporal; 
and  devolved  on  them,  with  violence  impel  depofcd 
reafon,  and  riotous  appetite,  to  monftrous  lengths  of 
extravagance,  which  hr.d  otherwife  lain  quite  beyond 
both  their  pcwer  and  defire. 

Thus  ftands  the  perplexed,  and  hitherto  not  unra- 
vel'd  cafe.  The  man,  in  his  conftitution,  debauches 
the  brute  :  The  brute  debauched,  dethrones  the  man  :  '" 
the  dethroned  man,  and  debauched  brate,  join  in  re- 
bellion againft  the  immortal:  The  fubdued  immortal 
refigns  to  them  its  infinite  powers  and  defires  :  which 
ti.ty  ixcrt  to  the  deitruftion  abfolute  of  all  three. 

The 
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The  man,  if  not  in  alliance  with  an  immortal,  ne- 
ver would  have  had  an  unbounded  power  and  defire. 
If  not  in  alliance  with  a  brute,  he  never  would  have 
dcbafed  them  to  mean,  and  fordid  ends;  never  would 
have  confined  them  to  things  below :  But  being 
joined  to  both,  and,  through  perverfenefs,  and  ftupi- 
<iity,  rendering  celeftial  immortality  inglorious,  and 
terreftrial  brutality  more  brutal,  he  creates  afar  more 
mifcrable  being  than  either  of  them  apart  could  pofiibly 
have  been.  We  may  therefore  congratulate  the  mere 
brute  on  his  high  prerogative  of  being  incapable  of 
becoming  fuch  a  monfter  of  rationality  as  this.  And 
TfjeManofPIeafure,  ifmodeft,  will,  for  the  future, 
give  the  wall  to  his  horfe.  He,  like  CoJrus,  difguifcs 
himfelf,  puts  off  his  dignity  to  rufh  into  danger;  and 
happy  for  him,  if  he  meets  with  nothing  worfe  than 
death. 

Reafon,  and  immortality,  the  man,  and  the  immorfal, 
thefe  only  occafion  the  calamity  ;  and  the  poor  animal* 
an  innocent  ally,  muft  fuffer  with  them. 

If  your  filler's  favourites  will  contemplate  thcmfelves 
in  any  glafs  but  their  own,  let  them  look  in  this  true 
r.iirror  ;  and  though  the  features  are  fomewhat  mon- 
firous,  let  them  not  difown  them  ;  fioce  they  may 
change  them  when  they  pleafe ;  and  they  are  pidured 
fo  minutely,  that  they  may  be  the  more  inclined  fo  to 
do.  For  what  a  hideous  ruin  of  humanity  is  this  ? 
The  world  after  the  deluge,  a  lefs  melancholy  fight. 
Such  {hocking  footfteps  fin  leaves  behind  it,  in  nature 
animate,  and  inanimate.-  Reafon,  and  virtue,  are  the 
fole  beauty,  and  fole  falvation  of  alL  Through  all  her 
H  6  realms 
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realms  creation  groans  without  it.  The  Deity  is  all 
reafon  in  his  nature,  conduft,  and  commands.  Th« 
great,  invariable,  eternal,  alternative,  throughout  his 
creation,  is,  or  reafon,  or  ruin.  To  how  many  ears 
in  this  happy  metropolis  is  this  difmal  news  ? 

I  was  going  to  fay,  that  reafon  is  the  fole  bafis  of 
happinefs;  but  it  is  not.  There  are  three  kinds  of 
happinefs  on  earth,  gradually  lefs,  and  lefs.  There 
is  a  happinefs  from  the  exertion  of  reafon,  where  rea- 
fon is  given :  This  is  the  happinefs  of  a  man.  There 
is  an  inferior  happinefs  from  the  gratification  of  fenfe, 
where  reafon  is  denied  :  This  is  the  happinefs  of  a 
Irute.  And  there  is  a  calamitous  happinefs  wfiere  rea- 
fon is  fupprefled,  or  abufed :  And  this  is  th*  happinefs 
of  a  wretch.  You  fee  then  in  what  line  of  happinefs 
our  fine  men  muft.  be  content  to  rank. 

I  know  your  fiflcr  will  call  my  analyf:s  above,  a  la^ 
tyrinth  of  fophiitry.  I  will  therefore  give  7'he  Man 
tfPhafxrf*  character  in  a  manner  lefs  perplexed,  and 
which  (he  may  probably  ccnfure  as  too  plain  ;  and 
may  wifh  a  clue  were  wanting  to  find  the  meaning. 

He  is  one,  who,  defirous  of  being  more  happy  than 
any  roan  can  be,  is  lefs  happy  than  moft  men  art. 

One,  who  fecks  happinefs  everywhere,  but  where 
it  is  to  be  found. 

One,  who  out-toils  the  labourer,  not  only  without 
hii  wages,  but  paying  drarly  for  it. 

He  is  an  in  mortal  being,  that  has  but  two  marks 
of  a  man  atout  him,  upright  flature,  and  the  power 
cf  playing  the  fool,  which  a  monkey  has  not. 

He 
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He  is  an  immortal  being,  that  triumphs  in  this 
fingle,  deplorable,  and  yet  falfe  hope,  that  he  {hall 
be  as  happy  as  a  monkey  when  they  are  both  dead  ; 
though  he  defpairs  of  being  fo,  while  yet  alive. 

He  is  an  immortal  being,  that  would  lofe  none  of 
its  mojl  darling  delights,  if  he  were  a  brute  in  the 
mire  ;  but  would  lofe  them  all  intirely,  if  he  were 
an  angel  in  heaven. 

It  is  certain,  therefore,  that  he  defires  not  to  be 
there  :  And  if  he  not  fo  much  as  defires  it  now,  how 
can  he  ever  hope  it,  when  his  day  of  diffipation  is 
over  ?  And  if  no  hope — what  is  our  Man  of  Pleafare  ? 
A  man  of  diftra&ion,  and  defpair,  to-morrow. 

And  who  would  buy  to-day  fo  dear,  if  it  were  fo  to 
be  bought  ?  as  certainly  it  is  not.  Doubtlefs  the  true 
Man  of  Pleafure  is  he,  who  preferves  order  in  his  com- 
pounded nature;  and  gives  the  animal,  rational,  and 
immortal,  their  refpeftive  dues.  Who,  as  immortal, 
places  in  the  fupreme  Being  his  fupreme  delight;  and, 
^j  fatii,nal,  dunning  fuperftitious  aufterities  ;  and,  as 
animal,  too  great  indulgencies  ;  admits  of  all  fecular 
enjoyments  that  are  ftridlly  confident  with  \i\sfuprcme. 
Tht  true,  and  falje,  Man  of  Pleafure,  are  brothers  -y 
born  of  the  fame  parent,  viz.  an  inextinguifhable 
love  of  deli*.: lit  :  But  fo  fuperior  is  one  to  the  other, 
that  like  the  fabled  brothers  Co/for  and  Pollux,  one 
may  be  faid  to  be  in  heaven,  the  other  on  earth. 

To  be  more  explicit,  I  would  gather  three  particular 
branches  from  this  general  root  of  happinefs,  and  pre- 
fent  them  to  your  fifter,  as  a  fpecimen  of  the  reft. 

There 
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There  is  no  man  of  Pteafure  without  his  Eve  ; 
no  Eve  without  her  ferpent ;  no  ferpent  without 
its  fting.  He  that  knows  not  the  pure  delight,  and 
ever-growing  tendernefs  of  a  chafte  love,  knows  not 
the  moft  that  the  faireft  can  beftow. 

He  that  knows  not  the  found  cordiality,  and  con- 
ftant  warmth  of  a  difmterelied  friendship,  knows  not 
the  nnoft  that  man  can  enjoy  from  man. 

He  that  keeps  not  open  a  conflant  intercourfe  with 
heaven  by  frequent  fervours  of  rational  devotion, 
knows  not  a  joy  ftill  fublimer  than  both. 

What  are  the  joys  of  Tice,  compared  to  thefe  ? 
What  think  their  deluded  admirers  of  a  magnani- 
mous triumph  over  ftrong  temptation ;  of  a  fweet  re- 
pofe  in  divine  favour  and  protection ;  of  an  itdefeafible 
right  to  life  eternal  ?  Is  there  not  a  certain  grandeur, 
and  folidity  of  happinefs  in  this  ?  Is  not  this  better 
than  ranging  from  the  gaming-houfe  to  brothels;  and 
with  other  little,  fluttering,  gilded,  noxious,  liquoriih, 
infefts,  to  be  fixing  on  every  nuifance  from  delight  ? 
Sons  of  Betlxebul  the  god  of  flies.  I  like  not  a  certain, 
modeft  faintheartedness  in  the  friends,  and  advocates 
of  what  is  right.  A  Chriftian  fhould  let  all  fee  what! 
an  animation  there  is  in  Chriftianity  above  all  that  the 
world  may  admire  befides.  Chrillianity  fbould  be 
the  boaft,  as  well  as  comfort,  of  our  hearts. 

And  now  if  we  enquire  after  the  caufe  which  has 
brought  us  into  that  fool's  parr.dife,  on  which  I 
Jiave  dwelt  fo  long,  we  mall  fee  with  what  good- 
reafon  Pleafurt,  and  Injidelitj,  are  joined  together 
in  my  plan. 

The 
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The  Scripture  afcribes  the  conqueft  of  the  world, 
that  is,  of  its  Pleafure,  \.o  faith;  and  is  very  copious 
in  enumerating  renowned  inltances  of  it.  Were  faith 
as  prevalent  in  us,  we  too  mould  prove  Alexanders  in 
the  moral  world.  All  agree,  that  feveral  goods  being 
propofed  for  our  ultimate  enjoyment,  it  is  impoflible 
in  our  nature  not  to  chufe  the  bcft.  All  agree,  that 
God's  promifes  are  better  than  any  thing  we  can 
carve  for  ourfelves.  And  all  agree,  that  they  are  in- 
confiftent  with  fin.  So  that  he  who  will  take  out  his 
portien  in  this  life,  mujl  lofc  it  in  the  next.  What 
then,  againfl  our  nature,  and  againlt  onr  rea/on,  hinders 
us  from  profecuting  our  cbiefcjl  good ' ? — Want  of 'faith. 
All  is  refolvable  into  that  alone. 

For  inftance.  Our  temptations  are  of  two  kinds. 
From  things  thztgrie-ve,  or  things  that  pleafe ;  the  for- 
mer fright,  the  latter  allure  as,  from  our  virtue.  From 
poverty,  pain,  diigrace,  or  profecution,  we  fly  to  falfe- 
hood,  or  fraud,  for  efcape.  But  thofe  ills  are  not  the 
immediate  caufe  of  it ;  but  want  of  faith  in  God's 
promifes,  that,  "  He  will  fuccour  us  in  theft  exigen- 
*'  cics  ;  and  deliver  us  in  his  good  time  ;  and  make  ail 
"  things  work  together  for  our  good."  On  the  other 
hand,  when  Pleafure  intices,  and  carries  its  point;  we 
do  not  think  thofe  Pleafures,  be  they  what  they  will, 
preferable  to  heaven.  But  heaven  is  at  a  diitancc,  and 
the  foul  is  eager  for prefent  good.  But  why  is  heaven 
at  a  dillance  \  for  want  of  faith ;  for  faith  is  '  *  \\iefu6- 
"  Jlance  of  things  hoped  for  ;  and  the  evidence  of  things 
44  not  fcen."  It  antedates  the  exigence  of  that  which 
if  future;  makes  "our  convcrfation  in  heaven,  though 
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"  we  are  ftill  in  the  body  ;  aflbciates  us  with  angels, 
"  though  in  our  folitude  ;  and  gives  us  greater  joy  in 
"  contemplation,  than  the  world  can  give  in  hand." 
This  is  true,  or  the  conduct  of  thofe  heroes  in  Scrip- 
ture had  been  imprafticable  !  and  they,  like  ourfelves, 
were  mere  men.  Thus  Infidelity  leads  to  Pleafure ;  and 
Pleafure  confirms  Infidelity ;  and  both  together  confura- 
matc  ruin. 

Thefe  gentlemen  Teem  to  think  that  the  world  was 
made  in  jeft  ;  that  there  is  nothing  of  moment,  or  fe- 
rious  in  it.  There  is  nothing  elfe.  There  is  not  a 
fly,  but  has  had  infinite  wifdom  concerned,  not  only 
in  its  ftrudlure,  but  in  its  deftination.  And  was  man 
made  only  to  flutter,  fing,  and  expire  ?  A  mere  exple- 
tive in  the  mighty  work,  the  marvellous  operations  of 
the  Almighty  ?  Is  joy  their  point  f  He  that  to  the  belt 
of  his  power  has  fecured  the  final  flake  has  a.  fans  peren- 
nit  of  joy  within  him.  He  is  Jatisfied  frcm  him/elf. 
They,  his  reverfe,  borrow  all  from  luisbout.  joy 
wholly  from  without,  is  falfe,  precarious,  and  fhort. 
From  without  it  may  be  gathered  ;  but,  like  gathered 
flowers,  though  fair,  and  fweet  for  a  feafon,  it  muft 
foon  wither,  and  become  offenfivc.  Joy  from  <w/t/jin, 
is  like  fmjlling  the  rofe  on  the  tree  ;  it  is  more  fweet 
and  fair  ;  it  is  lulling  ;  and,  I  muil  add,  immortal. 

As,  therefore,  I  have  above  offered  thefe  gentlemen 
three  expedients  for  happinefs  ;  to  perfuade  their  ac- 
ceptance of  them,  I  (hall  now  give  three  fhort  maxims, 
which  will  fit  light  on  their  memories,  and  (I  hope) 
in  time,  eafy  on  their  hearts. 

He 


ON    PLEASURE.  161 

He  that  will  not  fear,  fhall/tWthe  wrath  of  heaven. 
He  that  lives  in  the  kingdom  offenfc,  fhall  die  into 

die  kingdom  of/orro-iv. 

He  (hall  never  truly  enjoy   his  prefent  hour,   who 

never  thinks  on  his  laft. 

Let  your  fitter,  dear  Sir,  tell  \\zrgrey  pretty  fellows, 
who  are  apoftles  to  thefe  Gentiles,  that,  if  they  can 
advance  three  maxims  of  greater  truth  ;  or  three 
expedients  of  greater  efficacy  to  happinefs,  than 
thofe  above-mentioned ;  I  am  their  convert,  I  exchange 
my  Bible  for  Bolingbroke ;  and  prepare  for  the  Ball : 
For  N.  B.  1  am  but  fourfcore. 

With  bed  wimes  to  you,  and  thofe  you  love, 
that  is,  all  mankind ;  I  am, 


Pair  Sir, 


Yours* 


LET 
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LETTER      III. 

O  N 

PLEASURE. 

In  ANSWER  to  One  received. 

•    DKAR  SIR, 

TH  E  contents  of  your  letter  damp  my  joy  in 
hearing  from  you.  Even  a  good  man's 
approaching  death  ftrikes  us  with  fome  concern. 
I  am  forry  that  the  fting,  which  Pleasure  leu  ill 
your  unhappy  friend,  occafions  fo  fwift  a  decline. 
flow  naturally  we  lay  hold  on  heaven  when  the  world 
links  under  us,  and  will  fupport  our  hopes  no  morej 
The  piece  of  devotion  which  you  cefire,  you  lhall 
receive  in  my  next.  I  cannot  reflect  on  your  friend'* 
diftrefs,  and  a  noble  youth  whom  I  myielf  attended 
in  his  extremes,  without  dwelling  ftill  longer  on 
Pleafure,  which  has  coft  the  world  fo  dear. 

If  difeafe,  and  infirmity,  make  us  daily  vifiti 
in  the  perfons  of  our  neighbours,  and  friends  ; 
and  death,  by  the  fame  affecting  meffengers,  give* 
us  frequent  notice  that  he  will  be  with  us  foon  : 


If 
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If,  when  death  arrives,  all  mankind,  however 
divided  before,  unanimoufly  clofe  in  one  opinion, 
and  one  wifh : 

If  libertine  enjoyments  haften  the  approach,  and 
heighten  the  dread,  and  imbitter  the  confequences, 
of  death  : 

If  death  is  the  fingle  event  fure,  and  virtue  the 
Angle  purfuit  indefeafible  ;  and  the  Divine  Favour 
;he  fingle  point  of  abfolute  importance  : 

If  that  favour  comes  fo  cheap,  that  the  very  leavings 
(in  time,  care,  and  expence)  of  our  real  enjoyments, 
would  go  a  great  way  in  the  purchafe  of  it : 

If  the  martyr's  blood  makes  that  purchafe  fure: 
and  it  is  impoffible  that  martyrdom,  and  <votuptuoufmfst 
ihould  fhare  the  fame  fate  : 

If  the  fate  to  be  fhared  is  endlefs ;  and  this  life  but  as 
a  moment  to  an  age  j  and  an  age  not  a  moment  to  eter- 
nity j  and  eternity  as  much  ours,  as  the  prefent  hour: 

If  he,  that  is  over-fond  of  the  prefent,  or  high  ia 
expectation  from  any  future,  hour,  either  knows 
not  this  world  ;  or  believes  not  in  the  next : 

If  all  this  is  true ;  that  is,  if  it  is  day  at  noon ; 
how  happy,  like  your  friend  Eufebius,  to  ftrike  early 
into  the  right  path  j  and  not  fo  long  to  (lumber  ia 
indulgence,  like  the  noble  youth  (of  whom  I  mall 
foon  fpeak),  as  to  fuffer  the  birth-day  of  our  under- 
ftanding  to  be  the  laft  day  of  our  lives  ? 

I  told  you,  in  a  former  letter,  that  I  would  give  you 
your  friend  Eufebins\  character  at  large:  not,  to  be  fiire, 

for 
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for  your  information  ;  but  to  place  him  in  oppofitiou 
to  the  Men  of  Pleasure  :  And  fo, 

Facem  praferre  pudendis.  J  u  v. 

that  their  deformity  may  be  fet  in  a  ftronger  light, 
ior  the  benefit  of  thofe  wcajc  eyes,  who  cannot  fee  a 
mountain  without  fpeftacles ;  with  whom  a  Centaur 
paflti  for  a  man.  Or,  rather,  who  think  a  Man  of 
Pleafure  au  extremely  happy  creature,  and,  with 
auticnt  aftrononurs,  place  the  Centaur  in  heaven. 
Their  Sasutarivt  there,  or  eternal  hunter,  ever 
aiming  at  Pkc.furet  and  ever  mifiing  his  mark.  How 
very  much,  the  character  of  Eufebiiis  will  plainly  {hew. 

Men  of  Plenjure,  notwithstanding  all  the  thorns  they 
meet  with  in  their  flowery  path,  imagine  all  would 
enter  it,  but  for  want  of  tafle,  or  fpirit,  or  purfe  : 
Eufelius  wants  none  of  thefe.  He  wants  not  a  tafte 
for  aught  that  can  gratify  either  imagination  or  fenfe  ; 
that  can  make  a  coxcomb  or  debauche;  but  he  is  neither. 
Nor  wants  he  a  purfe,  or  heart,  to  provide  thofe  gra- 
tifications. His  purfe  is  large;  larger  his  heart ;  but 
cot  corrupt,  and  nobly  wrong.  He  is  young,  gay, 
rich,  expenfive.  So  far  he  is  with  them;  but  will  leave 
them  foon,  as  the  fun  flidcs  from  under  an  eclipfe.  His 
riches  widen  the  circle  of  his  virtues.  Their  riches  in- 
creafe  the  number  of  their  crimes.  There  arc  tv.'O  kinds 
of  expence  :  in  both,  riches  make  themfclves  wings, 
and  ily  away.  But  widely  different  in  their  flight  :  in 
one  they  fly  away  as  an  eagle  towards  heaven:  in  their 
flight  beautiful,  and  celeftial  in  their  end.  In  the  other, 
they  fly  away  as  an  owl  to  the  dcfart:  ungracious  and 
ill-cmen'd,  in  their  flight,  and  ending  in  the  defart  of 
ignominy,  and  ruiu. 
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Enftbius,  though  liberal  to  the  demands  of  nature, 
rank,  and  duty;  ftarves  vice,  caprice,  and  folly.  Thefe 
(the  great  cormorants  of  gold),  he  fends  begging  to 
their  doors ;  they,  as  old  intimates,  welcome  and  em- 
brace them  all.  And  if  they  have  not  thrice  the  for- 
tune of  Eufcbius,  muft  foon  be  beggars  themfelves. 
While  he,  with  one  half  they  fink  in  a  debauch,  lifts 
beggars  (beggars,  I  mean  from  fortune,  not  from  folly) 
into  the  real  comforts  of  life. 

He  too  has  his  amuftmcnts;  but  not  fuch  as  deaden, 
but  revive  :  fuch  as  recover  the  relaxed  tone  of  appli- 
cation ;  re-animate  to  new  effort ;  and  thus  are  e/Ten- 
tial,  though  paufing,  parts  of  noble,  well-judging  in- 
Ju/lry.  He  darts  not  at  a  mafquerade  :  nor  thinks 
cards  the  books  of  the  devil.  But  thinks  all  our  di- 
verfions  like  long  books,  that  were  better  epitomized  ; 
or,  like  the  books  of  the  Sybil,  which,  as  they  were 
lellened  in  number,  rofe  in  their  price. 

He,  as  well  as  they,  has  his  parks,  gardens,  grottos, 
cafcades,  ftatues,  paintings,  £ffr.  but  enjoys  them  more. 
Not  becaufe  his  are  better  than  theirs,  butbecaufe  he 
is  better  than  they.  His  paintings  have  beauties  unbor- 
rowedfrom  the  pencil;  and  his  llatues  \nkis  eyes  appear, 
like  Pjgmalion's,  to  live;  though  mere  marble  in.  theirs. 
His  all-animating  joy  within  gives  graces  to  art,  and 
fmiles  to  nature,  invifible  to  common  eyes.  Objects  of 
fenfe,  and  imagination,  for  the  greater  power  of  pleaf- 
ing,  are  indebted  to  thcgoodnefs  of  bis  heart.  For  as 
the  fun  is  itfelfthe  moft  glorious  of  objects,  and  makes 
all  others  mine,  fo  virtue  itfelf  is  the  greateft  of  plcafurcs, 

and  ef  all  other  pleafures  redoubles  the  delight. 

He, 
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He,  and  they,  though  they  both  value  riches,  yet 
entertain  widely  different  opinions  about  them.  He 
confiders  a  great  fortune,  as  his  being  put,  by  a  kind 
providence,  into  its  honourable  commiffion  for  doing 
much  good.  They  confider  it  as  a  privilege,  or  at  leaft 
as  an  excufe,  for  the  contrary.  He  furveying  his  ample 
arcades,  and  lofty  domes,  rejoices  more  in  what  benefits 
others,  than  what  aggrandizes  himfelf :  rejoices  more  in 
considering  how  many  mouths  he  has  fed,  than  in  con- 
fidering  how  many  eyes  he  has  drawn.  He  triumphs  in 
reflecting  to  what  numbers  he  has  been  enabled,  by 
the  divine  indulgence,  to  turn,  without  a  miracle, 
thofe  ftones  into  bread.  They,  from  their  huge  Babel- 
like  buildings,  contract  a  Babel-like  pride,  which  turns, 
with  regard  to  thofe  beneath  them,  their  hearts  into 
ftone.  Such  men,  in  effeft,  build  downward,  are  the 
more  ignoble,  that  is  the  lower,  for  their  height. 

He  thinks,  that  heaven's  rich  donations  imply  in 
them  fome  transfer  to  the  public  :  they  think  they 
imply  a  transfer  of  the  public  homage  to  themfelves. 
Inilead  of  imagining  his  grandeur  to  be  a  demand  on 
the  public  for  its  homage,  he  looks  on  it  as  the  public's 
demand  on  him  for  bounty,  and  patronage,  of  which  he 
has  ere&ed  fuch  proud  promifes  ;  and  by  them  raifed 
fo  juft  an  expectation.  He  thinks,  that  their  riches 
(how  ftrangely  foever  it  may  found)  run  them  in  debt  j 
and  that  not  to  benefit,  is,  to  defraud. 

His  humility  is  equal  to  his  magnificence  ;  and  as 
magnificence  with  humility  fpeaks  more  regard  for 
others,  than  himfelf,  it  efcapes  envy,  and  enfures  ge- 
neral applanfe.  Their  pride  def  ats  their  magnificence, 

and 
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and  robs  it  of  that  applaufe  which  is  its  Gngle  aim  . 
For  it  is  a  great  authority  which  tells  us,  That  pria't 
"  it  a  tree  which  eats  up  its  own  fruit ." 

He  knows  (what  tlxy  confider  not),  that  fplendid  fu- 
periorities  cannot  be  neuiralt  with  regard  to  the  cha- 
rafters  of  thofe  who  poffefs  them  ;  that,  therefore,  men 
poflefs  them  at  their  peril ;  that  they  muft  degrade,  if 
they  do  not  exalt  them.  That  heaven,  which  in  fpight 
of  different  ranks,  levels  happinefs,  defigned  it  as  the 
peculiar  curfe  of  the  great  (if  they  deferveit)  to  be  lef- 
fened  by  grandeur,  and  illuftrioufly  difgraced.  That, 
if  apes,  an-J  crocodiles,  men  hurtful,  or  ridiculous,  in- 
habit fuperb  piles,  they  muit  defpair  of  being  wor- 
{hipped:  though,  but  through  vain  and  keen  appetite 
for  public,  incenfe,  they  never  had  been  built. 

You  fee  in  how  many  points  thefe  men  fall  ihort  of 
Eufebius  in  Pleafure  from  exfenct ;  which,  notwithstand- 
ing, is  an  article  on  which  they  pique  themfelves  not  a 
little.  And  give  me  leave  to  fubjoinone  more  particular, 
which  will  afFecl:  them  lefs  than  the  former,  tho'  it  ought 
to  affeft  them  moft  of  all ;  his  wealth  has  fubterranerm 
channels ;  bleifes  unfeen  ;  and  cofts  the  relieved  neither 
blufhes,  nor  thanks.  Not  one  prifon  have  they  opened  ; 
not  one  tear  have  they  dried  j  which  might  fpeak  in  their 
favour,  when  their  o-itun  begin  to  flow.  The  forrows  we 
have  relieved  are  the  furefl  fupport  in  our  own.  The 
beft  that  can  be  fuid  of  their  expences,  is,  that  they  arc 
an  unwilling  encomium  on  thofe  of  your  friend. 

Sex/ual,  of  all  our  pleafures  are  the  meaneft;  how  low 
muit  a  foul  celeflial  itoop  for  them  !  Yetthcfeourthirlty 
fpungesofienfuality,  who  fuck  up  every  drop  of  it,  in 
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or  out  of,  their  way,  tho'  they  take  up  the  dirt  with  itr 
prefer  to  all  the  reft.  And  in  thefe,  if  in  any,  they 
will  venture  to  difpute  his  fuperiority.  But,  for  reafons, 
fome  already  mentioned  ;  more,  moft  obvious :  he  is 
their  fuperior  in  thefe.  In  pleafures  infellefluatt  how 
far  are  they  behind  him !  and  then  the  moral,  they  are 
all  his  own.  It  is  one  of  their  minute,  and  meagre 
pleafures,  profefTedly  to  decline  them  :  And  thefe  are 
l\iefupreme.  Moral  pleafures,  tho'  faintly  (in  this  im- 
perfedl  ftate),  yet  truly  tafte  of  heaven  ;  and,  what  is 
more,  infure  that  heaven  of  which  they  tafte.  And 
what  an  ineiHmable  fuperiority  is  this  !  He  thai  can, 
think  of  death  undifmay'd, 

Extronumque  diem  vit^s  inter  munera  ponit»         Lu, 

has  more  enjoyment,  even  in  diftrefs,  than  they  in  tri- 
umph, with  every  vain  amufement  turning  reafon  out 
of  doors,  left  it  mould  wound  them  with  one  whifper 
of  the  grave.  On  how  many  melancholy  occafions  in 
life  Should  we  be  glad  of  an  afylum  to  which  to  fly? 
How  fhould  we  be  tranfported  with  a  thought  that  had 
infallible  comfort  in  it  (  And  that  thought  can  be  but 
one  ;  and  that  one,  it  is  the  conftant  aim,  labour,  nay 
boaft,  of  thefe  wife  men  to  deitroy. 

Eu/ebius's  love  of  pleafureis  equal  to  theirs;  whence 
then  this  vaft  inequality  of  happinefs  r  He  commands  his 
pleafures;  fome  ne  cultivates  ;  fome  admits cautioufly; 
others  fends  blushing  away.  Their  pleafures  domineer  ; 
fcout  them  away  on  vileft  errands;  bid  them  throw  their 
patrimony  in  the  dirt  of  proftitution,  or  debauch  ;  or 
dungeon  them  in  midnight  dens  of  fraud,  and  dcftruo 
VOL,  IV.  I  tin: 
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tion  ;  and  cbmmand  them  to  whirl  it  away  with  a  lofing 
card,  or  ftamp  it  to  nothing  with  a  defperate  dye. 
What  fcaffolds  of  fatal  execution  are  thofe  guilty 
board?,  where  moments  determine  on  fortunes  for 
life  ;  and  rage  and  dillra&ion  threaten  ruin  eternal  ? 

From  this  thraldom  to  their  pleafures,  this  wretched 
impotence  of  heart,  it  is,  that  while  he  has  but  one, 
and  that  a  moft  gracious  Mafter,  they  have  as  many 
tyrants  as  there  are  follies,  and  vices,  in  the  world. 
Ten  times  a  day  they  change  their  Pharaoh;  and 
why  I  Becaufe  his  wages  are  fo  poor.  They  have  it, 
indeed,  in  their  power  to  change  their  mafler,-  but  not 
to  break  their  chain. 

The  Remans  once  preterded  that  they  had  a  golden 
faield  which  fell  from  heaven  :  To  ftcure  it  from  theft, 
they  laid  it  up  among  eleven  others  made  of  brafs. 
This  expedient  had  been  unneceflary  againft  their  wif- 
dnm.  They  run  away  by  choice  with  the  eleven  aun- 
ttrfeits  ;  with  .1  multitude  of  falfe,  ineffectual  pleafures, 
and  leave  the  celeftial,  as  of  no  value,  to  men  of  lefs 
undemanding. — Virtue,  the  delight  of  Eujebius,  is  a 
celeftial  fhield  againlt  every  evil  of  human  life.  Their 
pleafures  are  rather  fwords,  that  fierct  them  through 
*with  many  farrows. 

The  contraft  how  ftrong  !  Their  pleafures  die  in  frui- 
tion, and  are  remembered  with  regret.  His  furvive  the 
prefent  actual  enjoyment,  and  areas  iweet  inretrofpett, 
;>and.  Theirs  leflen  on  repetition  ;  his  incrcafe: 
'Jiu-irs  create,  a r.d  aggravate,  calamities;  his  avert 
motf,  and  alleviate  the  relt:  Theirs  haften  death,  and 
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heighten  its  horror ;  his  owe  their  perfe&ion  to  his  final 
hour,  after  having  heightened,  and  lengthened,  all  the 
bleffings  of  life.  And  what  a  wretch  is  that  hnppinefs, 
and  what  an  idiot  that  wifdom,  that  can  oiler  no  com- 
fort in  the  days  of  darknefs,  and  the  hours  of  death? 
In  a  word,  their  wretched  joys  flourifh,  like  difmal 
weeping  willows  watered  by  a  ditch:  Poor  the  figure 
they  make;  flax  and  obfcene  the  ground  on  which 
they  Hand  :  His  flourifh,  like  cedars  of  Libanus,  from 
the  fountains  of heaven ;  and  are  rooted  in  a  rock;  the 
rock  of  his  falvation. 

It  is  this  fupcrior  ground  on  which  he  Hands,  which 
imparts  that  inimitable  fweetnefs  of  air,  afpefl,  and  de- 
portment, which  marks  him,  among  multitudes  of  the 
gayeft,  for  the  gay.  They,  like  things  gilt,  have  much 
to  mew;  much  more  to  hide;  are  all  darknefs  within. 
He,  like  a  diamond,  is  tranfparent,  and  mines  at  heart. 
He  looks,  as  if  virtue,  according  to  the  wifh  of  fome 
fages,  was  at  laft  become  viable,  and  (hone  through 
him;  inperfon,  not  precept,  making  a  vifit  to  mankind: 
And  man  is  mended  by  looking  on  him. 

Now,  pleafe,  Sir,  to  obferve,  to  what  an  aftoniming 
degree  that  intellectual  darknefs,  mentioned  in  my  for- 
mer letter,  prevails  in  thefe  men,  that  would  outfliine 
all  the  world.  What  is  their  chief  boaft  ?  Why  this, 
that  they  make  the  mofl  of  this  life.  Whereas  the  very 
fundamental  difference  between  them,  and  Eufebius,  Is, 
That  they  make  nothing  of  this  world,  becaufe  they 
defign  to  make  their  all  of  it.  He  raakcs  much  of  this 
world,  becaufe  he  holds  it  as  little;  becaufe  ever  having 
the  feminisms,  without  the  terrors,  of  a  death-bed,  he 
1  2  never 
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never  cuts  off  this  life  from  the  thoughts  of  the  next; 
but  fees  his  whole  exiftence  in  one  unbroken  thread 
extended  before  him. 

But,  before  I  difmifs  your  friend  Eufebius  (though  he 
has  made  you  a  very  long  vifit),  I  mult  take  notice  of 
one  particular  more.  Thefe  gentlemen  pique  themfelves 
on  their  epitome  of  all  virtue  and  religion,  lem--volence  : 
If  they  had  it,  it  would  confute  mofl  I  have  faid  ;  and 
make  them  very  happy  :  For  it  may  ftand  as  a  general 
maxim,  that  men  are  happy  in  proportion  to  their  good- 
will :  Nor  is  it  flrange,  that  to  the  greateft  duty,  mould, 
by  nature,  belong  the  greateft  reward.  But  their  title 
to  this  virtue  is  not  clear.  The  reafon  they  fo  loudly 
pretend  to  it,  is,  becaufe  they  know  they  have  it  not. 
The  weakeft  fide  of  a  citadel  is  to  be  defended  molt. 
Eufelius,  on  bis  principles,  rnujl  have  univcrfal  good- 
will. Self-love  obliges  him  to  it;  and  hia  own  hnppy 
(late  of  mind  inclines  him  the  fame  way  :  For  all  are 
moft  kind  to  others,  when  moft  eafy,  and  pleafed  with 
themfelves.  On  their  principles,  that  this  world  is  all \ 
or,  at  leaft,  all  they  will  concern  themfelves  about  ; 
felf-love  obliges  them  to  the  contrary  :  And  their  unea- 
fmefs  in  themfelves  feconds  that  obligation  :  So  that  you 
may  as  well  expe£l  to  find  an  angel  among  the  diffolute, 
as  a  friend.  And,  indeed,  can  any  expecl  that  they 
fliould  love  them,  better  than  their  own  fouls  ?  Yet 
that  would  they  do,  if  they  car'd  for  them  at  all. 

But,  inflead  of  endeavouring  to  prove  what  needs  no 
proof,  I  mall  prefent  you  with  the  pidlure  of  one  of 
thefe  great  lovers  of  all  mankind)  if  you  willpromife 
not  to  cut  bis  throat ;  which  picture,  better  than  a  De- 
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Kioftbenes,  will  prove  my  point.  You  will  know  whom 
I  mean,  when  I  tell  you,  that  he  is  enamoured  of  the 
charms,  and  deep  in  the  myfteries  of  flay.  That  is,  he 
is  fofond  of  riches  (which  a  good  judge  tells  us  ]|  nemo 
I/onus  unquam  ccncupivit),  of  riches  is  he  fo  over-fond, 
that  he  is  quite  miferable  if  denied  a  daily  chance  of 
being  ftripped  to  beggary.  Greater  profeiiions  of 
friendfhip  can  no  man  make,  than  this  arch  promifer  : 
greater  proofs  of  the  contrary  can  no  man  give.  He  never 
did  a  favour,  that  proved  barren  to  his  own  defigns,  but 
he  fent  a  curfe  after  it.  All  his  kindnefles  are  artificial 
rlies ;  if  nothing  is  caught,  they  are  pocketed  again. 
"  Hook  him,  or  bang  him"  is  a  favourite  maxim  of  his 
own  coining.  He  fmile?,  indeed,  with  great  compla- 
cency on  a  crouded  levee  of  devoted  friends;  with  no 
lefs  than  on  a  hand  of  good  card?.  And  his  hope  from, 
both  is  juft  the  fame  ;  that  is,  fo  to  play  them  off,  as 
to  win  his  game.  That  done,  if  intereft,  or  humour, 
bids,  he  throws  them  afide  as  a  foul  pack,  and  calls  for 
new;  to  (huffle,  and  cheat,  and  play  tricks  with,  as  be- 
fore. He  coniiders  fools,  as  trumps,  with  which  he  is 
fure  to  win.  If  there  are  no  fools  to  be  taken  in,  he 
makes  a  pretty  good  hand  of  it  with  a  knave  of  the 
right  fuit.  If  he  is  fo  unlucky  as  not  to  be  blefled  with 
either,  he  gives  out,  and,  for  that  time,  plays  no  more  : 
For,  without  a  good  hand,  a  bad  heart  is  infupportable. 
But  profperity  fooths  remorfe,  and  lays  confcience 
afleep.  This  is  one  who  knows  the  world  ;  which,  ge- 
neraliy,  means,  one  that  knows  not  God.  He  never 
thought  of  that  great,  final  Hake,  with  regard  to  which 
he,  that  honeilly  but  delires  it,  is  fure  to  win ;  and  he 

I  3  that 
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that  plays  foul  the  moft  dextroufly,  is  fure  to  be  un- 
done. Such  is  Avidienus,  fuchis  that  £<Wman,  who, 
as  freely  as  eat  his  meal,  could  lay  down  his  life  for  his 
friend. 

But,  in  excufe  for  fuch  men,  I  muft  own,  that,  for 
fuch  as  place  their  all  here,  there  can  be  no  fhadow  of 
facial  Kappinefs,  but  from  deceiving,  or  being  deceived. 
From  deceiving,  and  fo  finding  fome  account  in  their 
villany ;  or  from  being  deceived*  and  fo  finding  fome 
account  in  their  felly.  For  real  fiiendfhip  amongftthem 
is  impoffible:  And,  indeed,  to  hope  a  friend  in  any 
man,  that  is  not  truly  his  own  friend,  is  abfurd.  From 
this  account,  it  is  evident,  that  the  chief  fountain  of 
happinefs  is  dried  up  in  their  hearts. 

A  wretch,  almoft  fmothered  with  all  the  reputed 
m«ans  of  happinefs,  would  of  all  objefts  be  the  moft 
ridiculous,  were  it  not  the  mcft  melancholy  too.  Dio~ 
gent!  went  about  the  city  of  Athens  begging  to  the  fta- 
tues;  being  aflted  the  reafon,  he  faid,  He  was  learning 
to  bear  a  repulfc.  Thefe  gentlemen  fhould  learu  the 
tame  lefTon ;  no  ftatoe  can  be  deafer  than  mod  of  their 
porfuits,  when  they  afk  real  plcafure  of  them. 

Thefe  are  the  men,  who,  while  Providence  lays  the 
icins  of  free-will  on  their  wanton  necks,  rufh  headlong 
into  even  unimportunate  temptations.  Butwhen  it  fhall 
put  its  hook  in  their  nofe,  and  its  Iridlt  in  their  jaius; 
when  it  (hall  drag  them  into  the  condition  of  your  un- 
happy friend;  or  worfe,  when  the  tattered,  convulfed, 
body  fhall  be  fhakitigout  an  unwilling  foul,  loth  to  leave 
it  for  aflill  worfe  habitation;  then,  oh  !  what  a  change! 
It  places  full  before  me  the  lalt  hours  of  that  noble 

youth 
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youth  I  mentioned  above.  Laft  hours  full  of  anguifh  1 
how  fit  to  be  remembered  by  thofc  that  wifh  peace  to 
their  own  !  This  is  the  funeral  to  which,  in  my  firft 
letter,  I  promifed  to  invite  your  fitter  Sempronia,  and 
her  gay  admirers;  Sempronia,  who  delights  ffallere,  ijf 
cantare,  elegantius  quam  neceffe  eft  prob<s.  And  what  in- 
vitation more  kind  than  that  for  which  (he  may  thank 
n«e  for  ever,  when  other  entertainments  end?  If  they 
have  their  wine,  this  has  its  neftar.  Its. cup  of  falva- 
tion,  prefled  from  that77«<f,  ivio/e  /eaves  heal  the  na- 
tions, and  whofe  fwelling  clutters  teem  with  eternal 
blifs.  Funeral  folemnities  are  more  for  the  fake  of  the 
living  thaji  the  dead.  What  a.  trifle  that  honour  they 
receive  from  them,  to  the  benefit  we  may  reap  from 
that  affefting  fcene  ! 

Oh  !  Sir,  how  affecting  !  It  is  ftill  before  my  eyes. 
That  wretched  youth  dies  again  !  Again  £  am  fmitten 
with  his  death.  It  wounds  me  even  in  remembrance  : 
What,  then,  the  fcene  itfclf !  No  words  can  paint  it ; 
no  time  efface  it;  I  meet  it  In  my  dreams;  I  fhall  bear 
it  to  my  grave. 

I  am  about  to  reprefent  to  you  the  lail  hours  of  a  per- 
fon  of  high  birth,  and  high  fpirit;  of  great  parts,  and 
ftrong  paffiqns,  every  way  accomplished,  nor  leaft  in 
iniquity.  His  unkind  treatment  was  the  death  of  a 
moft  amiable  wife;  and  his  great  extravagance,  in  ef- 
fect, difmheiited  his  only  child. 

But  to  my  point,  ^hs  death -bed  tf  a  profligate  is  next 

in  horror  to  that  abyfs,  to  which  it  lead.s.    It  has  the 

moft  of  hell  that  is  vifible  on  earth.     And  he  that  has 

feen  it,  has  more  than  faith  to  confirm  him  iu  his  creed. 

I  4  Ifee 
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I  fee  it  now.  For  who  can  forget  it  ?  Are  there  in  it 
no  flames,  and  furies? — You  know  not,  then,  what  a 
icar'd  imagination  can  figure,  what  a  guilty  heart  can 
feel.  How  difmal  is  it!  The  two  great  enemies  of 
foul  and  \wd.y,Jicknefs  and_/?;/,  fink  and  confound  his 
friend;  filence,  and  darken  the  Shocking  fcene.  Sick- 
nefs  excludes  the  light  of  heaven  ;  and  fin,  its  blefled 
hope.  Oh  !  double  darknefs !  more  than  Egyptian  ! 
Acutely  to  befe/t ! 

How  unlike  tr.ofe  illuminated  revels  of  which  he  was 
the  foul!  Did  this  poor,  pallid,  fcarce-animated  mafs 
diftate  in  the  cabinet  of pleafurt\  pronounce  thefafhion; 
and  teach  the  gayeft  to  be  gay  ?  Are  thefe  the  trophies 
of  his  Paphian  conquefts  ?  Thefe  the  triumphs  to  be 
bought  with  heaven  ?  Is  this  he  who  fmote  all  their 
"hearts  with  envy  at  his  pre-eminence  in  guilt?  See,  how 
he  lies  a  fad,  deferted  outcaft,  on  a  narrow  ifthmus  be- 
tween time  and  eternity  ?  for  he  is  fcarce  alive.  Lafh'd 
and  overwhelmed  on  one  fide,  by  the  fenfe  of  fin  ;  on 
the  other,  by  the  dread  of  punifhment !  Beyond  the 
reach  of  human  help,  and  in  defpair  of  divine  ! 

His  diflipated  fortune,  impoverim'd  babe,  and  mur- 
der'd  wife,  lie  heavy  on  him  :  The  ghoft  of  his  mur- 
dtr'd  time  (for  now  no  more  is  left),  all  ftain'd  with 
folly,  and  galh'd  with  vice,  haunts  his  diftra&ed. 
thought.  Confcience,  which  long  had  flept,  awaket 
like  a  giant  refrtjbed  nuitb  nuine\  lays  wafle  all  his/or- 
mer  thoughts,  and  defires;  and,  like  a  long-depos'd, 
no<w  victorious  prince,  on  his  bleeding  heart,  impofes, 
infli&s,  its  *w«.  Its  late  foft  whifpers  are  thutder  in 

his 
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his  ears ;  and  all  means  of  grace  rejeded,  exploded, 
ridiculed,  is  the  bolt  thatftrikes  him  dead.  Dead  even 
to  the  thoughts  of  death.  In  deeper  diftrefs,  defpair 
of  life  is  forgot.  He  lies  a  wretched  wreck  of  man  on 
the  more  of  eternity,  and  the  next  breath  he  draws, 
blows  him  off  into  ruin. 

The  greateft  profligate  is,  atlcaft,  a  momentary  faint, 
at  fuch  a  fight :  For  this  is  a  iight  which  plucks  off  the 
maflc  of  folly,  ftrips  her  of  her  gay  difguife,  which 
glittered  in  the  falfe  lights  of  this  world's  mummery, 
and  makes  her  appear  to  be  folly,  to  the  greateft 
fool. 

How  think  we  then?  Is  not  the  death-bed  of  a  pro- 
fligate the  moft  natural  and  powerful  antidote  for  the 
poi.on  of  his  example  ?  Heals  not  the  bruifed  fcorpion 
the  wound  it  gave  ?  Intends  not  heaven,  that,  ftruck 
with  the  terrors  of  fuch  an  exit,  we  mould .  provide 
comfort  for  our  own  ?  Would  not  he,  who  departs  ob- 
durate from  it,  continue  adamant,  though  one  rofe 
from  the  dead  ?  For  fuch  a  fcene  partly  draws  afide  the 
curtain  that  divides  time  from  futurity;  and,  in  fome 
meafure,  gives  to  fight  that  tremendous*  of  which  we 
only  had  the  feeble  report  before. 

Is  not  this  then  a  prime  fchool  of  wifdom  ?  Are  not 
they  obliged,  that  are  invited  to  this  i  For  what  elfe 
mould  reclaim  us  ?  The  pulpit?  We  are  prejudiced 
againlt  it.  Befides,  an  agonizing  profligate,  though 
Jilent,  out-preaches  the  moft  celebrated  that  the  pulpit 
ever  knew;  But,  if  he/featr,  his  words  might  inflruft 
tke  beft  initruftors  of  mankind.  Mixt  in  the  warm 
I  5  coa. 
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converfe  of  life,  we  think  with  men  ;  on  a  death-bed, 
with  God. 

But  there  are  twoleflbns  ef  this  fchool  written,  as  it 
were,  in  capitals,  which  they  that  run  may  read.  Firjl, 
He  that,  in  this  his  minority,  this  fchool  of  difcipline, 
this  field  of  conflict,  infcead  of  grafping  the  weapons  of 
his  warfare,  is  for  ever  gathering  flowers,  and  catching 
at  butterflies,  with  his  unarmed  hand  ;  ever  making 
idle  Pleafures  his  purfuit ;  muft  pay  for  it  his  vaft  rever- 
fion  ;  and,  on  opening  his  final  account  (of  which  a 
death-bed  breaks  the  feal),  fhall  find  himfelf  a  beggar ; 
a  beggar  paft  beggary  ;  and  fhall  pafliouately  wifh, 
that  his  very  being  were  added  to  the  reft  of  his  lofs. 

Secondly,  He  fhall  find,  that  truth.  Divine  Truth, 
however,  through  life,  injured,  wounded,  fupprefled, 
is  infuppreflible,  victorious,  immortal.  That,  though 
with  mountains  overwhelmed,  it  will,  one  day,  burfl 
out  like  the  fires  of  jEtna;  vifible,  bright,  and  toiv 
men  ting,  as  the  moft  raging  flame.  As  now,  (Oh  !  my 
friend  !)  I  mail  too^  plainly  prove. 

The  fad  evening  before  the  death  of  that  noble 
youth,  whofe  laft  hours  fuggefted  thefe  thoughts,  I  was 
with  him.  No  one  was  there,  but  his  phyfician,  and 
an  intimate  whom  he  loved,  and  whom  he  had  rained. 
At  my  coming  in,  he  {aid  ; 

"  You,  and  t  e  phyfician,  are  come  too  late. — I 
•'  have  neither  life,  nor  hope.  You  both  aim  at  mi- 
**  racles.  You  would  raife  the  dead." 

Heaven,  I  faid,  was  merciful— 

"Or 


ON   PLEASURE.  179 

"  Or  I  could  not  have  been  thus  guilty.  What 
"  has  it  not  done  to  llefs,  and  to  fa<ve  me  ? — I  have 
"  been  too  ftrong  for  Omnipotence  !  I  plucked  down 
"  ruin." 

I  faid,  The  Blefled  Redeemer — 

"  Hold !  hold  !  you  wound  me ! — That  is  the  rock 
"  on  which  I  fplit — I  denied  his  name." 

Refufmg  to  hear  any  thing  from  me,  or  take  any 
thing  from  the  phyfician,  he  lay  filent,  as  far  as  fud- 
den  darts  of  pain  would  permit,  till  the  clock  (truck. 
Then  with  vehemence ; 

"  Oh,  Time !  Time !  It  is  fit  thou  fliould'ft  thus 
"  ftrike  thy  murderer  to  the  heart. — How  art  thou  fled 
"  for  ever  ! — A  month  ! — Oh,  for  a  fmgle  week  !  I  aflc 
"  not  for  years.  Though  an  age  were  too  little  for 
"  the  much  I  have  to  do." 

On  my  faying,  we  could  not  do  too  much  :  That 
heaven  was  a  bleffed  place — 

"  So  much  the  worfe.  'Tis  loft !  'Tis  loft !— Hea- 
"  ven  is  to  me  the  fevereft  part  of  hell." 

Soon  after,  I  propofed  prayer. 

"  Pray  you  that  can.  I  never  prayed.  I  cannot 
"  pray. — Nor  need  I.  Is  not  heaven  on  my  fide  al- 
"  ready  ?  It  clofes  with  my  confcience.  Its  fevcreil 
"  Ilrokes  but  fecond  my  own." 

His  friend  being  much  touch'd,  even  to  tears,  at 
this  (who  tould  forbear  ?  I  could  not),  with  a  moil 
affectionate  look,  he  faid  : 

I  6  "  Keep 
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"  Keep  thofe  tears  for  Thyfelf.  I  have  undone 
44  thee.— Doft  weep  for  me  ?  That's  cruel.  What  can 
"  pain  me  more  ?" 

Here  his  friend,  too  much  affected,  would  have  left 
him. 

44  No,  (lay.  fbou  ftill  may'ft  £<>/<?.— Therefore  hear 
"  me.  How  madly  have  I  talk'd  ?  How  madly  haft 
*'  thou  liftened,  and  believed  ?  But  look  on  my  prefent 
"  flate,  as  a  full  anfwer  to  thee,  and  to  myfelf.  This 
44  body  is  all  weaknefs  and  pain  ;  but  my  foul,  as  if 
4'  flung  up  by  torment  to  greater  ftrength  and  fpirit, 
"  is  full  powerful  to  reafon ;  full  mighty  to  fufrer. 
44  And  that,  which  thus  triumphs  within  the  jaws  of 
44  mortality,  is,  doubtlefs,  immortal.— -And,  as  for  a 
4<  Deity,  nothing  lefs  than  an  Almighty  could  inflift 
44  what  I  feel." 

I  was  about  to  congratulate  this  paflive,  involun- 
tary, confeflbr,  on  his  aflerting  the  two  prime  articles 
of  his  creed,  extorted  by  the  rack  of  nature;  when 
he  thus,  very  pafiionately  : 

44  No,  no  !  let  me  fpeak  on.  I  have  not  long  to 
4<  fpeak — My  much-injured  friend  !  my  foul,  as  my 
•'  body,  lies  in  ruins  ;  in  fcattered  fragments  of  bro- 
•'  ken  thought :  Remorfe  for  the  pall  throws  my 
•4  thought  on  the  future.  Worfe  dread  of  the  future, 
«'  ftrikes  it  back  on  the  part.  I  turn,  and  turn,  and 
"  find  no  ray.  Didft  thou  feel  half  the  mountain  that 
•4  is  on  me,  thou  would'il  ftruggle  with  the  martyr  for 
14  his  ftakc ;  and  blefs  heaven  for  the  flames  -.—That 
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"  is  not  an  everlafting  flame;  That  ii  not  an  un> 
"  quenchable  fire." 

How  were  we  ftruck !  Yet,  foon  after,  ftill  more. 
With  what  an  eye  of  diltraftion,  what  a  face  of  de- 
fpair,  he  cried  out : 

"  My  principles  have  poifoned  my  friend  ;  my  ex*- 
"  travagance  has  beggared  my  boy ;  my  unkindnefe- 
"  has  murdered  my  wife  ! — And  is  there  another  helif 
"  — Oh  !  Thou  blafphemed,  yet  moft  indulgent,  Lord 
"  God  !  hell  itfelf  is  a  refuge,  if  it  hides  me  from 
"  thy  frown." 

Soon  after,  his  underftanding  failed.  His  terrified 
imagination  uttered  horrors  not  to  be  repeated,  or  ever 
forgot.  And  ere  the  fun  (which  I  hope  has  feen  few 
like  him)  arofe,  the  gay,  young,  noble,  ingenious, 
accomplished,  and  moll  wretched,  4ltam»nt  expired. 

Jf  this  is  a  man  of  Pleafure,  what  is  a  man  of  pain  ? 
How  quick,  how  total,  is  the  tranfit  of  thefe  Pbaeton- 
tiades  !  In  what  a  difmal  gloom  they  let  for  ever ! 
How  fhort,  alas!  the  day  of  their  rejoicing!  For  a 
moment  they  glitter,  they  dazzle.  In  a  moment  where 
are  they?  Oblivion  covers  their  memories. — Ah! 
would  it  did  !  Infamy  fnatches  them  from  oblivion. 
In  the  long-living  annals  of  infamy  their  triumphs 
are  recorded.  Thy  fufFerings  ftill  bleed  in  the  bofom 
(Poor  Altamont  ! )  of  the  heart-ltricken  friend  :  For 
Altamont  bad  a  friend.  He  might  have  had  many. 
With  what  capacities  was  he  endowed,  with  what  ad- 
vantages, for  b«ing  greatly  good!  But  wiih  the  ta- 
lents 
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lents  of  an  angel  a  man  may  be  a  fool.  If  he  judges 
amifs  in  the  fupreme  point,  judging  right  in  all  elfe 
but  aggravates  his  folly ;  as  it  fhews  him  wrong,  tho' 
blefled  with  the  beft  capacity  of  doing  right. 

Such,  fo  fatal,  when  abufed,  are  the  greateft  bleffinga 
of  heaven.  Heaven  grant  bis  agonies  were  an  expia- 
tion of  the  pafl ;  not  a  prefage,  and  fad  fpecimen,  of 
the  future.  That  his  furviving  companions  and  ad- 
mirers may  never  fuffer  the  fame,  give  me  leave  to 
fpeak  to  them,  while  this  affecting  object  is  (or  might 
be)  in  their  fight. 

"  Ye  ftaunch  purfuers  of  Pleafure,  opening  in  full 
"  cry  on  its  burning  fcent !  who  run  yourfelvesout  of 
'*  breath,  health,  credit,  eftate,  and  often  life,  after 
"  that  you  cannot  catch  !  For  a  moment,  flacken  your 
"  fpeed,  and  cool  the  fervor  of  your  chace.  It  is  a 
**  friend  that  calls,  and  he  is  his  oivn  that  hears. 

"  If  there  is  a  fcens  on  earth,  in  which  you  can  find 
"  greater  advantage,  than  in  that  to  which  you  have 
* '  been  invited,  do  not  come  :  If  there  is  not,  indulge 
"  me  in  a  few  words,  which  may  not  be  foon  forgot : 
"  At  leaft,  they  will  recur  to  your  thought,  they  will 
•'  recur  to  your  feeling  hearts,  when  your  prefent  jo- 
"  vial  chace  is  over  ;  when  Pleafure  is  no  more. 

"  It  will  be  grateful  to  your  friend  deceafed,  whom 
"  you  were  always  Willing  to  oblige,  if,  with  his  ac- 
•'  complements,  you  remember  his  faults  ;  for  then 
"  you  will  not  forget  your  oiv»;  but  read,  in  his  deep 
"  diflrefs,  a  ftrong  caution  againft  them.  Affords  not 

'«  the 
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"  the  rock  on  which  he  fplit,  a  folid  bafis  for  your 
"  fafety  ?  Has  he  not  well  marked  where  mifchief 
"  lies  ?  See  you  not  the  wreck  of  that  gallant  firft- 
«'  rate  ?  or,  rather,  is  he  not  a  beacon,  lighted  up  by 
"  kind  Providence,  to  guide  you  fafe  through  the 
"  dangerous  voyage  of  human  life? 

"  He  once,  as  you  now,  imagined  himfelf  in  this 
"  life,  immortal.  Was  he  not  miftaken  ?  He  has  taken 
"  his  final  flight;  whither,  who  can  tell?  If  you  con- 
"  tinue  yours,  in  the  fame  fatal  track,  who  is  he  that 
"  cannot  tell  where  the  folly  muftend?  Smitten,  tranf- 
"  fixed,  when  moft  fecure,  from  the  moft  towering 
"  heights  he  dropped,  at  once,  into  depths  of  diftrefs, 
"  not  to  be  fathomed  by  man.  In  gaiety  of  heart  defy 
"  not  the  danger.  Are  there  not  more  arrows  in 
"  the  fame  quiver  ?  and  are  not  you  as  fair  and  tempt- 
"  ing  a  mark  ?  more  tempting,  if  unadmonifhed,  and 
"  mounting  ilill  orer  his  forgotten  tomb.  And  whom 
"  dare  you  attempt?  An  Archer  that  never  mi/Ted 
"  his  mark. 

"  But  you,  from  your  gay  pavilion,  embowered  in 
'*  rofes,  fee  no  threatening  profpecls ;  no  dangers  of 

"death. Oh,   Sirs!    Death  delights  to  lie  hid  in 

"  thickets  of  rofes  !  How  often  the  gayeft  fall  firft  in 
"  his  fnare  !  Yet  even  this  is  too  gentle,  too  mild,  to 
"  anfwer  the  good. will  of  heaven  j  it  cannot  keep 
*'  the  world  in  awe. 

«'  What 
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M  What  uncommon  fortitude  is  needful  to  bear 
'*  preJperities  unhurt?  It  is  now  funfliine  with  you  ; 
"  and  you  think  all  is  well.  It  is  the  feafon  of  indul- 
*'  gence. — But  feafons  will  change.  You  that  are 
"  now  all  facial  comfort,  gathered  clofe  in  glad  cluf- 
'*  ters,  and  (like  embodied  birds  of  paflage  bound 
"  for  new  climes)  on  your  impatient  wing  for  new  de- 
"  lights  !  what  will  you  do,  when  each  of  you,  fe- 
"  vered  from  the  reft,  an  unexperienced,  unexpected, 
"  reclufe,  lies  forely  pain'd ;  dreading  worfe  ;  none 
"  to  converfe  with,  but  the  two  greateit  ftrangers,  his 
"  own  heart,  and  Him  who  made  it;  and  neither  at 
"  peace  with  him  ?  Say,  ye  ftrangers  to  care,  and 
*'  abounders  in  mirth  !  what  will  he  do,  when  he  finds 
"  himfelf  ftill  fubilftingin  a  ftate,  where  noneofthofe 
"  pleafures,  for  which  alone  he  wilhed  to  fubfift,  can 
"  poffibly  any  longer  fubfift  with  him  ?  When  the 
"  dark  matter  at  the  centre  will  not  be  more  foreign 
"  to  him,  than  that  which  now  beats  high  in  his 
"  pulfe,  and  flumes  in  his  cheek  1  and  ftings  him  on 
"  to  fchemes,  that  laugh  at  fuch  ledlures  as  thefe  ? 
"  When  he  finds  himfelf  led,  by  the  foft  hand  of 
"  P/eafure,  to  thofe  difmal  gates,  which  fhe  herfelf 
"  will  never,  never,  never,  enter? 

"  Confider,  my  good  friends!  you  ftill  retain  the 
"  name  of  Chriftians;  and  have  heard  of  the  Scrip- 
**  tures.  To  fpeak  their  language,  If  Chriftians  are 
**  racers,  you  have  not  yet  ftarted  :  If  warriors,  your 
*<  armour  is  not  yet  on  :  If  labourers  in  the  vineyard, 
"  ypa  pluck  down  the  vine,  and  get  drunk  with  the 

"  grapes : 
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if  grapes :  If  watchmen,  your  nap  is  not  yet  over. 
"  There  is  no  man.  but  in  fome  part  of  life,  either 
*'  flung  by  felf-mov'd  confcience,  or  alarmed  by  fome 
"  providential  «vent,  as  out  of  a  long  idle  dream, 
"  ftarts,  at  once,  into  his  fenfes.  The  longer  the 
"  dream,  the  greater  his  furprize  and  pain  ;  and  if  he 
*'  nods  to  the  lart,  the  pain  and  horror  (as  too  well  has 
"  been  prov'd)  is  inexpreflible. 

**  Cannot  that  awful  truth  interrupt  your  {lumber? 
"  He  deeps  found  indeed,  at  whofe  ear  a  friend's 
44  knell  (hall  knock  in  vain.  But,  fetting  friendfhip 
"  afide  ;  granting,  that  with  men  of  your  caft,  a  friend 
"  dead  is  a  friend  annihilated ;  aflc,  I  befeech  you, 
"  pure  felf-intere/t  one  queftion ;  "  Have  you  no  con- 
"  cern  in  this  death?  Is  it  nothing  to  you?"  — —  Ohl 
"  much,  very  much  !  It  cannot  ftand  neuter.  It  is  big 
"  with  good  or  ill.  It  muft  haften  your  amendment, 
«'  or  heighten  your  offence.  Henceforth,  the  /am* 
"  crimes  are  fevenfold  guilt ! 

'*  Have  you  never  confulted  the  workings  of  na- 
"  ture  ?  Have  you  never  bcen/urfrizeJ  with  a  ferious 
"  feeling  of  heart?  When  I  ftand,  though  a  ftranger, 
"  on  th«  verge  of  another's  grave;  when  I  fee  the 
*'  fhaken  mould  take  pofleffion  of  human  pride ;  and 
"  hear  the  folemn  found  of  duji  to  dujl ;  what  fwelling 
"  of  foul,  but  inftantly  fubfides  ?  What  faluta  y 
«c  thoughts,  but,  at  once,  it  infpires  ?  The  grave  of 
"  one  unknown,  and  dying  a  common  death,  would 
"  have  this  effect :  What  then,  the  grave  of  a  friend, 
"  and  of  our  own  character  ;  and  that  not  good  ;  and, 

"  dying 
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"  dying  of  the  follies  in  which  -it*  live;  and  with 
"  admonitions  in  his  mouth,  and  horrors  in  his  heart  ? 
"  What  heart  impregnable  to  fuch  an  affault  ?  What 
"  thunder  equal  to  fuch  a  groan  ?  It  would'ecko  for 
"  ever  in  a  penetrable  ear.  In  a  penetrable  heart  there 
"  would  be  wrought  a  mighty  change. 

"  For  fee  you  not  the  mighty  force  that  is  implied  in 
"  this  mercy  ?  Heaven  trufts  not  to  your  faith ;  but 
**  gives  fenjible  proof  of  what  you  have  to  fear.  And 
*'  could  it  do  more  ?  Would  a  miracle  fuflice  ? — You 
"  have  it  in  a  mercy  fo  little  deferved.  If  danger 
"  can  alarm  you,  you,  now,  are  alarmed.  If  nothing 
"  can  alarm  you,  nothing  can  fave, 

"  I  fhould  grieve  to  have  faid  too  much.  Yet, 
"  have  I  faid  too  much,  if  my  words  ferve  only  to 
"  render  more  inexcufable  that  imprudence,  which 
"  they  labour  to  remove.  Rather  know  your  danger, 
"  and  embrace  the  plank  (though  not  of  cedar)  whidi 
•'  I  throw  out  for  your  efcape.  Our  fondnefs  for 
•'  good,  fhuts  our  eyes  on  evil ;  we  fcarce  allow  it 
•'  exiftence  before  it  is  felt.  But,  remember,  we  live 
«'  in  a  moft  mutable  fcene ;  and  have  the  fear  of  to- 
"  morrow  before  yoar  eyes.  Not  the  keeneft  difcern- 
"  ment  can  ken  through  the  fecond  of  a  minute.  To 
"  keep  within  the  reach  of  mercy,  is  the  grand  con- 
/'  Cern,  and  fupreme  bleffing  of  human  life. 

**  My  converted!  or  condemned! 
««  farewell." 

Thus, 
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Thus,  dear  Sir,  I  fpeak  to  thefe  gentlemen.  I  wifti 
they  do  not  rather  chufe  to  fhew  their  parts,  than 
their  penitence ;  and  criticife  my  fpeechy  inftead  of 
their  own  conduft.  If  fo,  they  demonflrate  how  very 
great  occafion  there  was  of  it ;  though  it  proves  in- 
effeftual. 


Uojt  Kurt. 
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LETTER      IV. 

O  N 

PLEASURE. 


DEAR  SIR, 

YO  U  feem  to  think,  in  your  laft  letter,  that  our 
age  is  fo  far  gone,  as  to  be  pail  recovery.  I  hope 
not.  Aviola,  a  conful  in  the  time  of  Gordian,  revived 
on  his  funeral  pile.  I  will  not  defpair,  but  that  Britijh 
virtue,  nov/,  like  the  phoenix,  dying  in  itsfweets,  may 
Hart  up  from  its  afhes,  and  re-afTume  its  former  glory. 
I  fhall  therefore  proceed  a  little  farther. 

I  grant,  that  The  Man  of  Pled/tire,  as  well  as  the  good 
man,  has  his  joy.  But  their  joys  are  very  different. 
They  differ  not  only  in  their  objefts,  but  their  ki-id. 
Which  is  as  yet  a  fecret  to  them;  and,  poJTibly,  to  you. 
Joy  from  temporal?,  is  a  terreftrial  joy.  And,  like  all 
things  terreftrial,  has  a  dreg  in  it.  If  you  obferve  your 
own  heart,  you  will  find,  that  joy  from  temporals,  has 
ever  fomewhut  of  a  gay  inquietude,  a  diilurbed  and 

*        tumui- 
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tumultuous  delight.  Like  fome  liquors,  all  in  un- 
quiet ferment  and  confufion,  while  they  fparkle,  and 
fmile.  Joy  from  eternals,  joy,  I  mean,  on  fpiritual 
accounts  ('viz.)  Mens  confcia  re£li ;  or,  a  delightful 
hope  of  immortality  ;  or  an  humble  perfuafion  of  Di- 
vine Favour,  &c.  This  joy  is  celeftial,  and,  like  a  fine 
calm  fu-mmer's  evening,  is  undiflurbed,  placid,  and  fe- 
rene^  The  firft  is  a  pajjicn,  and  that  in  the  ftri&eft 
fenfe  }  v/e/ffir  from  it,  as  well  as  enjoy.  Nay,  fome 
have  fqffered  from  it  even  to  death.  The  latter  feems 
rather  to  be,  or  to  referable,  an  inj'piration,  in  which 
the  divine  c  tuft:  takes  away,  or  fuperfedes,  our  human 
infirmity.  Therefore,  by  our  church,  moft  properly 
{tiled  The  Peace  of  God.  Nor  let  Centaurs  imagine,  that 
this  peace  is  occasioned  by  the  fmallnefs  of  the  joy. 
No,  It  paffetb  all  under  ft  anding;  and  is,  ftrictly  fpeak- 
ing,  a  fpecimen,  an  actual  part  of  heaven, 

For,  indeed,  the///»v»M  happinefs,  and  mifery,  of 
rational  beings,  through  all  variation  of  circumihinccs, 
and  through  every  period  of  their  exilU'nce,  is  of  a 
piece,  or  of  the  fame  kind.  Though,  perhaps,  in  no 
two  periods  of  it,  of  the  fame  proportion,  or  degree. 
Therefore,  heaven  and  hell,  how  diltant  foever  fome 
think  them,  are  really,  though  not  filly,  on  earth. 
Where-ever,  and  whenever,  their  caufes,  that  is,  vir- 
tue and  vice,  exift,  they  will  cxiit,  in  a  meafure  corre- 
fpondentto  them.  What  then  are  the  good  and  bad,  but 
the  wretched  and  happy  ?  He,  whofe  foul  repofes  on 
his  firm  truft  in  God,  like  the  halcyon  that  builds  on 
the  waves,  if  ilorms  arife,  may  be  toiled,  but  not  endan- 
gered. 
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gered.     Or,  grant  the  worft,  thofe  tumultuous  billows 
that  devour  others  rock  him  to  reft  eternal. 

When  the  good  man  lies  down  to  reft,  no  fears  from 
the  dangers  of  the  night  break  through  his  ftrong  con- 
fidence in  the  Divine  Protedlion.  When  he  awakes, 
his  firft  thought  lays  hold  on  heaven ;  vhich  gives  thro' 
the  confecrated  day,  fuch  a  fweethefs  of  afpecl  and  de- 
portment, fuch  a  force  and  firmnefs  to  his  felicity; 
that  we  may  venture  almoft  to  fay,  He  comet  b  forth  as 
a  bridegroom  from  bit  chamber,  and  rejbiieth,  as  a  giant , 
to  run  bis  courfe. 

The  Man  ofPleafttre\a&  his  little  clouds  atthebrighteft, 
the  courfe  of  his  happinefs  is  retarded  by  a  ftraw;  and 
any  confiderable,  fcarce  confuierable,  accident  puts  it 
quite  to  death.  Not  only  the  neceifarie?,  or  conveni- 
encies,  but  the  decorations,  and  fuperfluities  of  life, 
are  -vital  to  his  fickly  felicity.  In  any  of  them  be  may 
receive  a  deep  or  deadly  wound.  Whereas  they  are 
mere  excrefcences  to  the  good  man's  happinefs  ;  and 
he  has  no  more  feeling  in  them  than  in  his  hair,  or  his 
nail :  Nay  his  happinefs  is  of  fo  ftrong  a  conftirution, 
that  it  cnn  ilandraz/  calamities  unhurt.  Nor  quits  its 
ferenity  on  the  confines  of  the  grave  ;  which  the  Man  of 
Pleafure  but  ill  retains  in  the  funihine  of  life. 

Of  which  ftrange  inferiority  one  caufe  is  very  obvi- 
ous. When  all  our  hopes  and  fears  are  confined  within 
this  narrow  fcene,  what  an  infupportable  importance, 
what  a  tyranny  over  our  paflicns,  does  this  give  it  ? 
what  demi-gods  does  it  make  our  fupcriors,  who  can 
beilow,  \vhat  we  mojl  value  ?  We  tremble  before  them. 

\\  lut 
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What  mountains  does  it  make  of  little  things,  bccaufe 
the  greateit  in  our  inventory :  We  turn  pale,  fometimes 
die,  at  their  lofs.  But,  the  firft  moment  we  take  God 
for  our  protestor,  and  his  preciouspromifes  for  our  chief 
portion,  our  fuperiors,  even  kings,  fhrink  to  men;  and 
crowns  imperial  lofe  their  lultre.  Little  things  are  little, 
and  leave  our  hearts  at  rell.  As  a  taper  to  the  fun; 
fuch  the  fun  to  the  glories  tkat  Jhall  be  revealed.  Look- 
ing to  the  clofe  of  the  drama,  we  refume  our  native 
dignity  ;  nor  are  longer  over-awed  on  the  ftage,  by 
our  fellows;  or,  perhaps,  our  inferiors  behind  the  fcene. 
Nay,  fometimes,  on  it  too.  When,  like  poor  Altamont, 
they  are  forced  to  change  their  plume  for  the  warm 
cap  of  ficknefs ;  and  are  unbuttoning  their  bufkins  on 
the  bed  of  anguilh,  terror,  and  death. 

And  muft  this,  one  day,  be  the  cafe  ?  after  having 
run  the  gauntlet  of  difappointing,  painful,  pleafures, 
and,  for  fome  years,  being  afHided  with  delights ;  to 
drop  unregarded,  unlamented,  infamous,  into  puniih- 
ment  far  greater,  for  the  punifhment  they  have  already 
undergone.— —Of  human  happinefs  what  a  difmal  ac- 
count is  this?  Yet  this  is  the  true.  Let  us,  therefore 
enquire  if  it  is  not  worfe  than  they  deferve. 

Our  Men  of  Pleafure  affeft  much  being  Men  of  Honour 
too;  that  is,  they  are  as  proud,  as  they  are  di/lblute  : 
or,  in  other  words,  they  will  not  ftoop  to  mean  and 
little  vices  ;  they  deal  only  in  great.  They  fcorn  to 
pick  a  pocket ;  but  triumph  in  cutting  a  throat.  If  their 
immaculafehonour  is  violated  by  word,  look,  or  thought, 
then  they  trample  all  the  laws  of  religion,  juftice,  and 
humanity,  without  remorfe.  My  enquiry  will  join  T..-e 
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Man  of  Ifanexr  and  T/je  Man  f>f  Pleafure  together.  But 
how  (hall  I  enquire?  How  (hall  I  kro\v  the  heartof  ihefe 
rnen  :  And  that  only  can  inform  me  right.  Let  us  then 
confider  what  thefe  mzns  prayer  would  be,  if  they  pr.iy- 
ed  at  all.  For  what  is  a  prayer,  but  addreffing  to  fomc 
fuperior  power,  the  real  defires  of  our  hearts  ? 

Thus  then  I  will  ihew  vou  an  exaft  pi&ure  of  their 
hearts.  There  was  ib  mafterly  a  copy  of  a  capital  pic- 
ture of  Julio  Romano,  taken  by  one  of  his  fcholars,  that 
he  fwore  it  was  his  own  original  drawing.  I  hope  fb 
to  copy  their  hearts,  that  they  {hall  imagine,  that  it  is 
not  1,  but  they  themfelves,  that  fpeak.  The  defires  of 
their  hearts,  if  cloathed  in  words,  would  run  to  the  fol- 
lowing purpofe. — But,yfr/?,  this  caution:  Letnotthat 
offend  pious  ears,  which  psfles  in  an  impious  heart; 
and  which,  for  the  fake  of  piety  (though,  perhaps,  not 
without  fome  ihock  to  it),  is  drawn  out  into  light. 

The  PROFLIGATE'S   PRAYER. 

"  (~\  Thou  !  whofe  omnipotence  is  but  zfecoad aXtoi* 
^~J  bute,  an  able  fervant  to  thy  delight.  Thou 
"great  fountain  of  Pltafurc  !  as  fuch  1  adore  thee. 
«'  Pleafure  alone  makes  me  deyout ;  and  let  devotion 
"  advance  my  Pleafure.  For  I  am  not  more  devout, 
"  than  modeft  ;  I  afk  not,  yet,  for  heaven.  Give  me 
"  my  heaven  on  earth.  Let  Mahomet' &  paradifedefcend, 
«*  and  blefs  me  on  this  fide  the  grave.  Let  my  honour 
<(  too  mine  before  men  ;  and  let  none  fee  my  heart,— » 
"  but  'I  hee.  Noflem  peccatis,  &  fraudibus  objice  nubem, 
**  Give  my  lufts  a  long  and  profperous  reign  over  me  ; 
VOL.  IV.  K  "  and 
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"  and  let  not  religion  approach  to  hurt  me.  Lead  me 
*'  into  temptation,  and  give  me  ftrength  to  comply  with 
"  it.  And  deliver  me  from  all  evil,  that  may  mar  my 
"  delights.  Let  me  be  (as  I  have  been)  a  brute  while 
"  I  live,  and  an  angel  (if  angels  there  are)  when  I 
"  die." 

Is  the  good  man  mocked  at  this  ?  Yes ;  and  the  pro- 
fligate too.  Few  know  the  foulnefs  of  their  own  hearts. 
A  famous  modern,  when,  in  an  age  he  had  loll  his  un- 
derftanding,  pafling  by  a  looking  glafs,  cried  out  in 
eompaffiou,  "  Poor  eld  Man  /"  not  knowing  it  to  be  him- 
felf.  Thus  the  profligate,  at  fight  of  this  mirror,  equally 
ignorant,  no  doubt  will  cry  out  in  furprize,  "  Horrid 
*'  wretch  /"  I  anfwer,  therefore,  to  the  quelHon  above, 
•viz..  Is  it  not  worfe  than  they  defer-ve  ?  '  J  'hat  Men  of  Plea- 
Jure,  themfelves  being  judges,  deferve  the  worft. 

In  contraft  to  this  (and  fure  it  wants  an  antidote), 
accept  that  piece  of  devotion  you  defired  on  your  friend's 
account ;  and  may  it  prove  of  fome  little  fervice  to 
him ! 

Devout  THOUGHTS  of  the  Retired 
PENITENT. 

"  "T7  ES,  blefled,  ever  bleffed  be  the  Divine  Indul- 
"  \  gence  for  this.  How  wanted,  how  welcome, 
"  this  afylum  ?  this  recefs  ?  Here  earth  holds  its  peace  ; 
"  and  heaven's  voice  can  be  heard.  Heaven's  voice,  if 
"  we  liilen,  ever  fpeaking  in  the  human  heart.  Here 
11  let  me  commune  with  my  fo-long-anxious  heart ; 

*'  which 
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"  which  has  frequently  called  on  me  for  an  audience, 
*f  and  found  me  pre-engaged.  Or  elfe,  the  rude  world 
"  broke  in  on  our  conference  ;  and  fatally  pufhed  it 
"  off  till  a  farther  day.  Though  ({hocking  to  confi- 
"  der!)  though  a  depending  eternity  often  chid  my 
"  delay. 

"  While  the  noife  of  the  world  beats  its  drum  in 
"  our  ears ;  and  its  buftle,  and  hurry,  throws  its  duft 
"  in  our  eyes ;  who  can  hear  the  foft  whifpers  of  con- 
"  fcience,  or  read  the  ftrong  demands  of  reafon,  though 
"  written  in  capitals,  on  the  compofed  and  difenchanted 
"  heart?  I  now  read,  hear,  and  tremble.  I  tremble  at 
"  that,  in  which  I  once  triumphed.  I  blufli  at  that,  of 
"  which  I,  once,  was  vain.  Oh,  Pleafure  !  Pleafurc  ! 
"  what  art  thou  ?  The  death  of  reafon.  And  with 
"  reafon  dies  the  whole  heaven,  as  well  as  character, 
"  of  man. 

"  The  cloud  now  a  litde  broken,  which  wrapped  me 
"  up  in  night,  look  round,  my  foul  enlarged ;  and  fay, 
"  where,  or  what  am  I?  An  immenfity  around  me  !  an 
*'  eternity  before  me  !  a  Ihadow,  my  Pleafure  !  a  mo- 
"  ment,  my  time  !  a  vapour,  my  life !  And  mail  a  mo- 
"  ment,  ihade,  vapour,  engage  all  my  love  ?  engrofs 
"  all  my  thought  ?  Shall  it  bid  an  angel  from  heaven 
"  wait  my  better  leifure  ?  Bid  the  great  Father  of  angels 
"  defer  his  call  'till  to-morrow? — What,  O  my  foul ! 
"  if  He  ihould  call  no  more  i  —  Good  God !  If  He  mould 
*'  call  no  more  ?  If  He  fliould  leave  thee  to  thyfelf  ?— » 
"  Where,  then,  is  hope  ?  Where,  then,  is  man  ? 

"  Man,  defperate  man,  the  firlt  moment  he  fets  tig 
"  for  himfelf,  and,  impatient  of  controul,  fakes  the 
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"  rein  into  his  own  mad  hands:  the  firft  moment  he  is 
"  at  liberty,  h£  is  the  greateftofflaves.  Howfhackled  ! 
"  how  harrafs'd  !  how  {carved  !  In  the  midft  of  his  ri- 
"  ots,  what  a  famine  of  joy  ?  None  can  be  wife  for 
*'  time,  that  are  fools  for  eternity.  Dreadful  indepen- 
"  dcnce  !  the  firft  moment  man  quits  hold  of  his  Cre- 
"  ator,  he  drops !  In  diflraction  and  ruin,  how  unfa- 
*'  thomed  his  fall ! 

"  Out  of  that  deep,  I  call  unto  Thee,  OLord!  Lord, 
*'  hear  my  voice,  Dillblve  the  charm  that  ties  me 
"  down  to  delights  trifling,  terreltrial,  infernal ;  and 
**  give  me  wings  to  rife  into  day,  and  reach  the  things 
"  that  belong  to  my  peace.  Where  is  the  creature, 
"  which  Thou  halt  made  ?  Where  is  the  heart  which 
"  Thou  hail  given  ?  This  fink  of  pollution  !  this  neft 
"  of  all  vices!  it  could  not  come  from  Thee.  No, 
"  I  have  fnatchedit  out  of  thy  blefled  hand,  and  let 
"  it  fall  in  the  mire.  What  is  it  to  me,  that  tby  mercj 
"  is  over  all  thy  iuorkty  fince  I  am  net  what  Thou  hail 
"  made  ? 

"  I  have  flept  on  a  precipice,  and  dreamt  I  was  in 
*•'  heaven.  Slept  on  its  very  brink  ;  though  vengeance 
"  frowned  over  me,  and  flames  roared  beneath.  What 
*'  horrors  awake  me  !  What  a  gulph  lies  before  me  ! 
44  What  mercy  has  faved  me!  Where  had  I  been,  had 
"  I  died  yefterday  ?  Oh,  let  this  load,  this  mcuntain- 
"  ous  load,  on  my  heart,  fink  me  lower,  and  lower 
««  ftill,  in  adoration  that  I  live  !  Had  I  felt  tkejt  pangs 
«'  before, — before  I  had  bfcn  reclaimed.— Thou,  that 
««  beareft  up  the  pillars  of  the  earth,  fupport  myfpirits  ! 
««  —Where  had  1  been,  if  yefterd.iy  had  been  my  laft  ? 

"  Where 
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"  Where — oh  where  ? — And  eternal  too  ! — Eternal! — 
•'  O  Lord,  God  Almighty  !  could  thy  thunder  fluke 
"  me  more? 

"  Thou  glorious  God,  who  makeft  the  thunder!  let 
"  me  climb  above  creation  ;  and  fear  into  thoughts  of 
"  Thee. — How  I  wander  up  and  down,  bewildered 
*'  and  benighted,  through  the  lonndlefs  of  fuch  a  con- 
"  templation  ?  Where,  what,  who,  how,  art  Thou  ? 
"  Source  of  all  Being  !  Centre  of  all  Good  !  Great 
"  Antient  of  days !  before  the  birth  of  time  !  beyond 
"  the  comprehenfion  of  angels !  Filler  of  Immenfity! 
"  who  lookeil  down  on  the  higheftj  and  the  loweft 
*'  doft  fupport  ? — fupport  even  me. 

"Support  me  while  I  labour  at  fome  idea  of  my 

"  God but  I  labour  in  vain.  Thou  moft  obvious, 

"  and  moft  occult !  moft  prefent,  and  moft  abfent  of 
"  beings  !  how  much  of  Thee  is  enjoyed?  How  little 
"  of  Thee  is  known?  I  am  in  Thee,  yet  cannot  find 
"  Thee.  I  can  heither  go  from  Thee,  nor  to  Thee. 
*'  Clouds,  and  thick  darkncls  are  thy  pavilion  !  Wou- 
"  dcrs  paffing  wonders,  through  the  moment  of  time, 
"  and  the  immenfe  of  eternity,  guard,  and  aggrandize, 
*'  thy  tremendous  throne  ! 

"  Before  fuch  a  Judge,  O  my  foul !  art  thou  to  plead 
"  thy  caufe  ;  to  pour  out  thy  deep  forrows,  and  deeper 
*'  fins ;  to  tremble  out  thy  complaint  ?  Oh  !  let  me  an- 
"  nihilate  myfelf  before  Him.  Nor  wretch,  nor  man, 
"  nor  c.ngsl)  is  any  thing  in  HLs  fight,  'till  he  is  nothing 
*'  in  his  own.  Who,  Lord  !  ever  thought  on  Thee,  and 
"  was  hot  confounded  ?  And  give  me  leave  to  add, 
"  Who,  Lord  !  ever  prayed  to  Thee  (as  he  ought),  and 
K  3  "  was 
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"  was  not  bleffed  ?  For  which  infinite  mercy,  from  the 
*'  firft  thrones  in  heaven,  to  the  meaneft  worm  on  earth 
"  bepayed  all  homage,  praife,  and  adoration  ;  conftant, 
"  profound,  ardent,  and  eternal ! 

PART    II. 

"  Are  they  that  pray,  bleffed  ?— But  what  is  that  to 
"  me  ?  Dare  I  to  pray  ?  To  whom  is  prayer  addreffed  ? 
"  Oh !  how  dreadful  in  majefty !  more  dreadful  in 
"  vengeance  !  dreadful  to  the  bleffed  above  !  more 
*'  dreadful  to  man  !  more  ftill  to  the  finner !  what  then 
"  to  the  deepeft  in  fin  ?  May  not  I  then  fay  (as  is  faid, 
"  Lord  God  Almighty,  of  thy  bleffed  Self),  Hell  is  optn 
"  before  me;  Jejlruftion  bath  no  covering?  Where  then 
"  mall  I  fly  ?  I  cannot  fly  from  thy  prefence.  I  dar« 
"  not  ftand  in  it.  Should  I  fink  to  the  centre,  I  am 
"  ftill  in  thy  fight.  Even  darknefs  deteds  me  !  even 
"  flight  brings  me  nigh  !  Oh  !  Thou  that  doft  light  the 
"  fun,  as  a  taper ;  or  tread  it  out,  as  a  fpark  !  Whyy?/// 
"  in  being,  a  wretch  ever  deftined  to  pain  ?  Oh  !  l«t 
"  me  be  nothing  j  or,  let  me  be  Thine. 

"  And  what  a  nothing,  indeed,  am  I  ?  What  a  no- 
"  thing,  compared,  is  man  ? — Thou  that  inhabited 
"  eternity  !  my  foundation  is  in  the  dull.  Lord  moft 
"  Holy  !  I  was  conceived  in  fin.  God-mod  Mighty  ! 
"  what  weaker  than  man  ?  Great !  Holy  !  Mighty  ! 
41  Three  Perfons,  and  One  God  !  Creator !  Redeemer ! 
«'  Sanftifier !  Three  Benefaflors,  and  One  Being  ! 
••  with  what  indignation  doft  Thou  behold  a  wretch 
'»  of  fuch  complicated  guilt  ?  a  finner  to  Thee,  to  the 
"Public,  andliimfelf? 

"And 
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**  And  dare  I  then  approach  ?  The  prefumption  how 
•'  great  I — But  greater  to  forbear.  To  finis  bad  :  To 
"  defpair  is  fatal.  Oh  1  moft  merciful  Jefus!  what 
"  refuge,  but  in  Thee!  Yet  dare  I  not  meet  thy  face: 
"  I  come  trembling  behind  Thee.  If  I  touch  but  the 
"  hem  of  thy  garment,  I  mail  be  whole.  Even  dogs 
"  may  eat  of  the  crumbs  that  fall  from  their  matter's 
"  table. — For  that  bountiful  grant,  what  adoration  is 
"  due?  With  proftration  profound  I  cannot  but  adore. 
"  —What  adoration  is  equal?  Icannot  adore  aright.  Or 
*'  could  I !  I  am  unworthy  to  lift  an  eye  to  thy  throne. 
"  My  incenfe  has  no  odour ;  my  anthem,  no  praife. 

"  But  Thou,  Lord,  wide  as  the  arch  of  heaven,  doft 
"  extend  thy  compaffionate  arms  to  receive  a  return- 
"  ing  world.  As  the  fands  of  the  fea  are  thy  mercies, 
*'  and  (with  horror  let  me  fpeak  it)  wy  tranfgreflions.  I 
"  have  looked  on  an  unfeeling  heart,  as  a  quiet  confci- 
'*  ence  :  On  a  multitude  of  finners,  as  an  apology  for 
**  fin  :  And  on  the  fafhion  of  the  world,  as  a  repeal  of 
"  thy  laws.  I  Jiave  been  thanklefs,  for  what  Thou 
"  haft  moft  bountifully  given :  Senfelefs  of  what  Thou 
4«  haft  moft  bountifully  promifed  :  Provoking,  under 
"  the  greateft  obligations :  Peevifh,and  impatient,  un- 
"  der  the  fmalleft  evils  :  Riotous  under  thy  judgments  : 
"  And  by  thy  bleflings,  moft  unblefled  :  I  turned  them 
"  into  poifon  ;  and  by  my  profperity  was  undone. 

"  I  have  ftudied  iniquity  as  a  fcience:  Being'vain  of 
*'  diftindlion  in  it ;  and  afhamed  of  my  duty  :  I  have 
"  blufhed  at  the  glance  of  a  man,  and  a  man  moft  mif- 
"  taken  ;  and  fet  my  face  as  a  flint  againft  reafon,  and 
"  againft  Thee  :  I  have  even  borrowed  infidel  fcraps  for 
"  the  credit  of  the  day  ;  and  run  in  debt  for  deftruc- 
K  4  "  tiou-t 
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"  tion :  Time  given  for  repentance,  I  turned  over  to 
"  folly ;  and  made  the  Divine  Mercy  a  promoter  of  fin. 
"  Nay,  I  have  finned  even  beyond  my  power.  What 
*'  fchemes  have  I  laid,  which  thy  goodnefs  difappoint- 
"  ed?  H<Jw  many  crimes  have  I  committed,  which  ne- 
"  ver  came  to  pafs  ? 

"  With  fuch  overflowing  of  ungodlinefs  I  quenched 
"  Thy  bleiTed  Spirit ;  I  have  trod,  with  thy  Divine 
f<  Laws,  thy  precious  blood,  under  foot.  All  this, 
"  Lord!  Thou  knoweil;  and  yet  I  ftill  live  :  All  this, 
n  Thou  hail  feen;  and  yet  haft  Thou  held  thy  peace. 
"  Thou  hall  fliortcned  thine  arm  ;  and  curbed  venge- 
"  ance  in  air;  though  called  for  (if  daring  can  call  for 
"  thy  vengeance)  to  fall  on  my  head. 

"  How  long,  Lord  !  haft  Thou  forborne  me  ?  And 
"  forborne  when  thine  arrows  went  abroad :  Though  I 
"  flood  in  the  firft  rank  of  offenders;  nor  ever  lifted 
"  up  the  fhield  of  devotion  ;  quite  naked  in  fin.  My 
"  lef$  vicious  companions  fell  frequent  around  me ;  and 
"  difmal  was  their  fall.  I  warned  ofF  its  memory  in 
"  the  next  welcome  debauch  ;  and  the  juft  caufe  of  re» 
"  morfe  but  redoubled  my  guilt.  By  admonitions  un- 
• '  admonifhed,  by  thy  mercies  unfoftened,  by  my  own 
"  fentiments  uuawed,  by  my  own  convi&ion  uncon- 
"  vinced,  I  cenfured  their  conduft,  and  trod  on  in  their 
"  fteps.  I  deplored  their  fad  exit,  and  ported  on  to  my 
"  own :  Becaufe  fpared,  when  mod  obnoxious,  I 
"  thought  myfelf  immortal.  In  every  path  of  Plea- 
"  fure,  in  every  flight  of  ambition,  what  gay,  fanguine, 
"  multitudes  of  thofe  born  after  me,  and  in  every  pro- 
"  mife  of  life  to  be  placed  before  me,  have  I  feen  rife, 

"  bloom, 
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"  bloom,  triumph,  languifh,  decay,  and  die?  What  a 
"  myftery  of  mercy  is  this  ?  And  what  a  miracle  of 
"  madnefs  am  I?  Amid  this  mighty  field  of  (laughter 
"  am  I  ftill  alive  ?— While  I  doubt  if  I  ftill  live,  I  - 
"  live  on  in  my  crimes.  Nay  my  very  repentance  in- 
"  creafes  the  number.  Repentance  fo  languid;  fo  far 
*'  fhort  of  my  guilt! 

PART    III. 

•«  Lord!  from  that  ftupendous  height, towards  which 
f<  the  cherubims  lift  up  an  eye  in  vain,  bow  downvthine 
"  ear,  and  hear. — O  Lord  !  hear  me  not.  For  what 
"  have  I  to  plead?  whatexcufe  to  cover,  what  palliation. 
"  to  foften,  my  guilt  ?  Can  my  confeffion  of  fin  weigh 
"  aught  in  my  favour?  I  fear,  not  a  grain ;  for  where- 
*'  fore  have  I  confeffed  my  tranfgreflions  ?  becaufe  I 
"  could  not  conceal  them.  Thou  knoweft  even  thofe, 
"  that  are  unknown  to  myfelf.  But  then,  Lord !  I  have 
*'  beea  tempted. — Yes,  and  I  have  courted  temptation. 
"  Frail  nature  has  feduced  me. — And  have  I  not  in- 
"  dulged  my  feducer  ?  Public  example  bore  hard  on 
"  me. — And  I  rejoiced  in  that  excuf*.  I  have  finned 
"  with  my  fathers. — True,  but  I  have  finned  beyond 
"  them.  What  age  for  indulgence  has  fo  loofened  the 
"  rein  ?  And  who,  in  fuch  an  age,  hasrufhed  farther 
"  in  ill,  than  the  wretch  at  thy  feet  ? 

"  But  is  there  nothing  in  counterbalance?  no  dawn- 
"  ings  of  good  ?  no  preteniions,  at  leail,  to  virtue,  to 
"  lighten  the  loaded  fcale?  Yes;  I  have  been  an  advo- 
•'  cate  for  virtue — That  I  might  remove  all  obftru&ions 
"  iu  vice.  J  have  gone  to  thy  temple'— But  left  my 
K  5  •'  hear? 
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"  heart  behind.  Nay,  I  have  prayed — But  wifhed  not 
"  what  I  afked.  I  have  aimed  at  humility — Out  of 
"  pride.  I  have  given — But  without  charity.  I  have 
"  been  kind,  the  very  kindeft  of  men — To  gain  power 
'*  of  b:ing  cruel,  as  the  moft  malignant  of  fees.  My 
"  devotion  to  Thee  has  been  abfolutely  declined  ;  yet 
"  never  have  I  repented,  but  of  omiffions  in  guilt :  nor 
"  ever  had  a  darling  joy,  but  what  is  the  parent  of  my 
"  prefent  grief. 

**  On  fearching  my  own  heart,  that  abyfs  of  cor- 
"  roption,  I  find  there  is  hardly  a  virtue  whifch  my 
"  hypocrify  has  not  worn,  as  a  maflt ;  hardly  a  vice 
"  which  my  prefumption  has  not  afted  under  it.  By 
"  thefe  abandoned  means  bringing  into  difcredit  virtue 
"  of  others  the  moft  iincere  ;  and  making  more  heinous 
"  my  own  deepefl  guilt :  to  the  public  a  fcarce  lefs  per- 
««  nicious  pert,  than  a  fatal  aflaflin  to  myfelf.  Thus, 
"  Lord!  all  my  pleas  but  inflame  my  indictment;  and 
"  feeking  excufes,  but  difcovers  new  crimes. 

'*  But,  as  I  difcover  new  crimes  in  myfelf  by  my  own 
•'  awakened  reflection  ;  by  the  gift  of  thy  Grace,  I  dif- 
"  cover  new  goodnefs,  new  glories,  new  wonders,  in 
"  Thee.  I  have  lived  in  darknefs,  in  the  (hadows  of 
"  eternal  death.  I  wrapped  myfelf  up  in  the  world,  I 
"  faw  nothing;  but  what  had  been  belter  uricen,  what 
"  made  me  blind  to  Thee.  But  t  ow  thy  Divine  attri- 
"  butes  break  in  upon  me,  like  the  morning;  and 
"  awake  me  to  thy  prefence.  1  fee  Thee  in  every  thing. 
"  And  feeing,  I  adore.  And  adoring  tren.ble. 
'  '*  Thine  attributes,  at  once,  all  lighten  upon  me ;  and 
•«  Urikc  me,  like  him  ofTarfus,  thy  lefs  perfecting  foe; 

«'  the/ 
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"  they  ftrike  me  to  the  duft.  Thy  moft  aweful  Omni- 
"  prefence;  thy  moil  incomprehenfible  Gloiy;  thy 
"moft  unbounded  Wifdom ;  exquifite  Juftice ;  and 
"  ineffable  Goodnefs !  Goodnefs,  how  ineffable  !  And 
"  to  me,  Lord!  to  me  unfupportable.  That  chief 
"  caufe  of  my  confufion  !  fevere  upbraider  of  my  cor.~ 
"  du&!  and  terribfe  aggravation  of  my  guilt!  If  thy 
*'  goodnefs  thus  pains  me;  what  then  will  thy  ven- 
"  geance  ?  When  thy  vengeance  awakes  (cover  me, 
"  O  ye  mountains  !)  When  thy  vengeance  awakes — 
"  Oh  !  mercy  !  mercy  !  mercy  ! — Thou-  mighty  to  ' 
"  fave  !  oh  !  have  mercy  upon  me. 

"  And  mercy  thou  wilt  have,  thou  Father  of  all 
"  mercies !  of  mercy,  redundant,  inexhauftible,  fourcel 
"  Thou  wilt  not  condemn  him,  who  condemns  him- 
*'  felf.  Who  trembles  at  his  own  tribunal.  Who  is 
*'  fcarce  ftruck  with  more  horror  at  vengeance,  than  at 
"  guilt,  Atfuch  guilt!  and  to  fuch  a  Mailer  !  whofe 
"  bounties  enabled  me  fo  fignally  to  fin  ;  and  who, 
"  my  fin  fo  provoking,  fo  long  over-looked. 

44  But  I  repent.  Lord  !  I  repent— Yet  how  dry  are' 
"  thefe  eyes  ?  how  hard  is  this  heart  ?  Strike  thou  the 
"  rock,  and  the  waters  flow.  Let  net  him,  who  groans 
"  under  his  tranfgreflions,  groan  under  thy  difpleafure. 
"  Thou  Giver,  Guider,  Lover,  year  Buyer,  of  Souls  ! 
*'  and,  at  what  a  price?  Whodoft  bearthe  very  thoughts 
"  of  the  wounded  at  heart  ?  Hear,  pity,  fpare  !  Nor 
"  let  the  Lord  be  angry,  if  I  prefume  to  add — Oh  .' 
«*  fpare  thy  paternal  tendernefs,  oh  fave  it  from  its 
."  averfion  ;  \tejlrange  work.  Vengeance  is  an  alierr 
"  to  thy  moft  amiable  nature.  Ruin  is  a  fubverfion  of 
M  thy  moft  glorious  fcheme. 

K  6  **Thougj»- 
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*'  Though  common  fenfe  has  deferted  me;  and  a 
"  legion  poffeffed  me  ;  though  I  have  contradi£led  my 
"  own  reafou;  and  fought  my  own  heart,  which  ftood 
"  in  defence  of  thy  laws;  though  I  have  ftrugglecl  hard 
"  for  madnefs;  and  taken  ruin  by  force;  yet  let  not 
"  compaffion  be  quite  a  ftranger  in  heaven.  Let  not 
"  thine  anger  burn  for  ever.  Wherefore  is  the  Lord 
"  angry,  becaufe  I  am  a  finner?  What  elfe  canlt  thou 
"  forgive.  Becaufe  my  fin  is  great?  If  pardoned,  the 
"  greater  the  glory.  Thy  fervant  is  wicked:  but  Hill 
"  a  fervant.  Thy  fon  a  prodigal :  but  ftill  a  fon, 
"  Though  a- fon's  duty  has  been  wanting  in  me;  lofe 
"not  Thou,  boundlefs  love!  all  the  bowels  of  a  father. 
"  Am  not  I  the  work  of  thy  hand  ?  Do  not  defpife  it. 
"An  image  of  thy  majefty?  Do  not  blot  it  out.  The 
"  price  of  thy  blood  ?  Oh  !  call  it  not  away.  Shall 
*'  things  incompatible  combine  to  my  dellruftion  ? 
"  Can  I  be  related  to  ruin,  and  to  Thee  ?  Let  it  be  thy 
"  blefled  plcafure  to  reclaim,  not  to  deftroy  me  ;  if  de- 
"  ftroyed,  thy  foe  will  triumph;  if  reclaimed,  there  is 
"  joy  in  heaven  ;  and  ten  times  ten  thoufand  will  fing 
41  praife  round  thy  throne. 

PART      IV. 

"  But  if  lam  pardoned,  who  then  can  be  punifhed  ? 
"  What  Itains  can  condemn,  if  an  JEthiop  efcapes  ?  The 
«'  regions  of  darknefs  are  part  of  thy  creation;  andhpr- 
**  rors  infernal  were  net  made  in  vain.  My  crimes,  in 
""  themiVlves,  hov/  qrcut  ?  as  committed  in  defiance  of 
"  ]»Jin:te  bhjfjij,  they  are  greater  rtil.1.  What  then 
••  f\\.'.\\  (  fay?  To  what  fhadow  of  excufe  fhall  I  fly  ? 
"  — F«ruon,  Lord  !  the  wtakncfs  of  my  reafon,  if  I 
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"  judge,  or,  rather,  hope,  amifs :  Thine  Infinite  Majefty, 
"  feems  to  plead  for  me.  Fain  would  I  find  an  advo- 
"  cate  in  that\  in  that  very  caufe,  which  moil  heightens 
"  my  guilt.  f  ^ 

"  For  what,  my  Lord  !  am  I  ?  a  poor  complex  of 
*'  littlenefs  and  vanity  ;  the  very  centre  of  infirmities  ; 
*'  a  combination  of  all  caufes,  that  can  call  for  thy 
"  compaflion.  Frail  flefti,  and  fleeting  fpirit !  a  moth  ! 
"  a  worm  !  a  flower  of  the  field  !  To-day,  and  not  to- 
*'  morrow  !  at  morning,  and  not  at  night !  not  mailer 
"  of  a  moment ;  not  a  match  for  a  breeze  !  A  dream  ! 
"  a  vapour !  a  Ihadovv  1  a  thing  of  nought  !  porting 
"  through  daily  doubt  and  danger,  toil  and  trouble, 
*'  into  trodden  duft  and  ames  ! 

*•  Such  am  I !  fuch  was  I  made  ! — and  made  by 
"  Thee  :  And  now,  Lord  !  wilt  Thou  make  bare  an 
"  arm  Almighty  againft  me  ?  wilt  Thou  lift  up  a  bolt 
"  that  can  crufh  creation,  againft  its  meaneft  worm? 
"  (oh  !  pardon  what  diflrefs  compels  me  to  plead)  thine 
*'  Infniti  Majejly  declares  againft  it :  that  refcues  the  fin- 
"  ner,  though  it  enhances  the  fin.  Does  not  my  mean- 
"  nefs  difarm  thy  might  ?  Is  not  the  greatnefsof  the  of- 
'•  fended,  the  ofFen der's  defence  \  I  am,  indeed,  unwor- 
"  thy,  moft  unworthy,  thy  favour:  but  am  I  not  unwor- 
"  thy  thy  refcntraent  too?  Thou  that  fitteft  on  the 
"  higheil  heavens,  and  feeft  worlds  infinite  dance  be- 
«'  neath  thee,  as  atoms  in  the  fun  ! — Wilt  Thou,  oh  ! 
"  wilt  Thou,  not  remember,  that  I  am  but  duft? 

"  Yes,  Lord  !   Thou  wilt  remember  it :   Thou  wilt 

"  remember  thy  glorious  Self;   what  antient  days  re- 

7  •'  found  ; 
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"  found  ;  what  wonders  Love  Divine  has  wrought  of 
' '  old.  For  to  whom  do  I  cry  ?  Art  thau  not  He,  to 
*'  whom  none  ever  cried  in  vain  ?  Who  created  not,  but 
"  to  blefs  :  commands  not,  but  to  p-eferve  ;  nor  pu- 
"  niflies,  but  to  reclaim.  Who  has  not  more  relieved, 
"  than  amazed  with  his  extremities  of  love!  for  art 
"  Thou  not  the  fame  Lord,  who,  though  moll  offended, 
"  as  if  Thou  wert  the  offender,  befsecbesus  to  be  recon- 
"  ciled  ?  Who  mourns  over  the  impenitent  ?  and  over 
"  the  impenitent  for  fins  againll  Himfelf  ?  And  when 
"  his  forrow  can't  prevail,  even  weeps  in  their  Head  ? 
"  thofe  tears  obdurate  Jerufaltm  would  not  flied,  didft 
"  Thou  not  take  to  thy  own  blefled  lids,  which  over- 
"  flowed  at  the  bare  profpedl  of  its  ruin  ?  Who,  with- 
"  out  pious  terror,  without  the  greateft  ailonimment, 
"  can  think  on  thefe  things?  or,  who,  without  com,- 
"  fort,  ftill  greater  than  thai  ? 

"  Nor  end  our  healing  hopes  of  comfort  here;  not 
"  only  to  befeech,  commiferate,  and  weep,  deicended 
"  the  Lord  of  Glory,  and  Eternal  Life,  but  to  die.  And 
•'  'what  a  death  ?  And  after  <iv kat  a  life?  A  life  of 
"  companions,  without  number,  and  beyond  meafure : 
•'  What  a  mining  progrefs,  what  a  flupendous  afcent  in 
"  love  ?  He  meets  the  returning  prodigal :  looks  com- 
"  paflion  on  denying  Peter:  rejtds  not  diibelieving  The* 
"  mas :  admits  finful  Magaahn:  pardons  the  taken  aclul- 
"  terefs  :  and  atfochtes  to  hinnfelf,  in  Paradife  (where 
"  angels  cad  their  crowns  at  his  feet),  a  thief  from  the 
"  crofs.  What  a  marvellous  and  moil  adorabb  climax 
*«  is  this  ?  And  is  it  poflible  for  love  to  rife  higher  ftill  ? 
•'  Oh  !  let  it  rife  higher,  and  reach  even  me. 

4  "  What 
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"  What  am  I,  Thou  mod  exuberant  Fountain  of 
"  Love !  that  I  fhould  fet  a  bound  to  fuch  companion  as 
*'  this  ?  Can  ocean  be  repelled  by  a  fmgle  grain  on  the 
"  fhore  ?  What  a  triumph  of  mercy  to  pluck  the  ruin- 
J"  ed  from  ruin  ?  What  au  omnipotent  action  to  fave  the 
"  moft  loft  ?  Though  pleafure  has  fooled  me  ;  though 
"  reafon,  confcience,  heaven,  nay  and  earth  too,  in 
*'  one  fcale,  has  been  outweighed  by  a  feather  in  the 
"  other  j  though,  with  Efau,  1  fold  my  birthright  for 
"  nothing  ;  yet,  Lord  !  let  thefe  diftraclions  of  thought, 
*'  thefe  convulsions  of  heart,  thefe  pangs  of  the  wretch, 
"  if  not  the  prayer  of  the  penitent,  reach  the  foot  of  thy 
"  throne :  for  i  Jis  dear  fake  who  fpared  not  his  moft 
*'  precious  blood;  oh  !  fpare,  pardon,  blefs ;  yes,  blefs 
4<  me,  even  me,  O  my  Father!  Yes,  Thou  all-fur- 
"  rounding,  all-pervading,  all-fuftaining,  and  all- 
14  blefling  Majefty  of  heaven  !  blefs  me,  even  me* 
•'  O  my  Cod  I 

tl  Thou  !  who  if  thou  moveft  thy  lip  it  thunders :  if 
"  thou  lifteft  thine  eye,  the  fun  is  dark  :  who  haft  thy 
"  way  in  the  whirlwind;  and  walkeft  on  the  wings  of 
"  the  wind  :  who  fitteft  above  the  heavens,  and  hideft 
"  thy  footiteps  in  the  great  deep!  But  (above  all,)  whofe 
"  fuperabund*nt  effluence,  whofe  ocean  of  love,  over- 
*'  flows  the  whole  creation  !  add  to  thefe  wonders  one 
"  wonder  more  —  the  forgivencfs  of  guilt  like  mine  : 
**  hear  rhe  fuppiiant  voice,  fee  the  bleeding  bo- 
'«  fom,  thefe  throes,  thefe  throbs  of  the  moft  vile 
«'  and  abandoned— but  moft  repentant,  and  heart- 
"  broken,  of  men, 

«  Then* 
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"  Then,  Lord!  come  the  worft,  I  will  not  complain. 
"  My  joy  fhall  burft  its  way  through  the  frowns  of  the 
"  world  ;  and  the  fhadows  of  death.  Thcn—£Iefings, 
•'  and  honour,  and  glory,  and  pciver  be  to  Him  who  fettetb 
*'  on  the  throne,  and  to  the  lamb,  who  nails  fin  to  his 
"  crofs ! — Thus  will  I  fmg  in  fpite  of  my  groans ! 
'«  Thus  will  I  fmg  with  my  laft  expiring  breath  1 
41  Thus  will  I  fmg  for  ever,  and  ever. 

«c  Amen.     O  my  foul !   Amen,  Amen.'* 

This,  Sir,  is  that  importunate,  ardent,  perfevering, 
fpirit  of  addrefs,  which  was  fuitable  to  the  Hate  of  the 
perfon  from  whom  1  borrowed  it.  It  may  pofiibly 
(partly  at  leaft)  fuit  fome  others.  And  I  thought  it 
inhuman  to  gaze,  fo  long  as  I  have  done,  on  the 
difeafe,  without  aiming  at  fome  expedient  to  mitigate 
its  malignity.  There  is  a  fovereign  balm  in  prayer. 

I  know,  Sir,  there  are  certain  quietifts  in  devotion, 
faints  of  great  repofe  in  prayer,  who  may  cenfure  this, 
as  too  warm.  But,  when  fhould  we  be  warm,  if  not 
when  our  eternity  is  at  ftake :  Shall  we  be  warm  in  our 
vices  ?  and  cool  in  our  repentance  ?  Were  our  pafliona 
^iven  for  nothing  ?  or  given  or^y  as  the  fervanrs  of  fin  ? 
Is  it  not  heaven,  but  itsreverfe,  that  is  to  be  taken  by 
violence  ?  I,  therefore,  drop  this  difpute,  not  only  as 
tutfhriftian,  but  undeifllcal  too  :  for,  if  there  is  a  God,  all 
cur  affedtions  are  too  feeble,  all  the  wings  of  our  foul 
are  too  few,  to  be  put  forth  in.purfuit  of  his  favour; 
and  being  languid  in  devotion,  is,  being  folemnly  un- 
devout.  If  there  is  a  God,  he  gave  us  our  paffions, 

as 
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as  well  as  our  reafon ;  they  therefore,  as  well  as  reafon, 
mould  affift  in  his  fervice.  And,  indeed,  reafon  with- 
out them,  though  it  may  loudly  tell,  will  but  lamely 
perform,  our  duty.  How  great  a  part  of  the  fcripture 
muft  thefe  men's  kind  of  criticifm  explode  ?  Poor  Da- 
vid muft  break  his  harp,  left  it  give  offence.  Even  an- 
gels have  their  paflions,  nor  are  any  beings  exempt 
from  the  need  of  them  on  this  fide  the  throne  of  God. 
Whatever  exemption  fome  may  fancy  in  their  own  fa- 
vour, let  us,  my  friend,  who  have  feen  the  neceflity  of 
devotion  for  others,  not  negleft  our  own.  Nor,  in  the 
pride  of  intruding,  lofe  the  prudence  of  fafcty. 

You  and  I,  my  friend!  lie  under  two  difadvantages 
in  this  point:  the  world's  example,  and  our  own  years. 
It  is  an  undevoutage:  and  wiil  you  not  be  furprized  to 
hear  me  fay,  that  ours  is  an  undevout  period  of  life  ?— • 
Yet  it  is  moft  certain,  that  there  is  a  tendernefs  of  heart, 
and  a  fufceptibility  of  awe,  with  regard  to  God,  as  well 
as  man,  in  youth,  which,  in  moft,  is  wanting  afterward*. 
Thiswantis  an  enemy  we  muft  fight,  and  fervent  prayer, 
that/Tver*/  oftbefpirit,  is  the  beft  weapon  againft  him. 
Prayer,  becaufe  the  moft  eafy  of  duties,  feems,  with 
many,  the  hardeft  to  be  performed.  It  cofts  them  fo 
little  pains,  they  think  they  may  as  well  let  it  alone. 
Whereas,  it  is  the  fupreme,  the  great,  mother-duty;  all 
other  duties>  and  virtues,  are  its  progeny;  are  brought 
forth,  nurfed,  nourifhed,  and  fuftained  by  it.  Devo- 
tion is  the  fole  afylum  of  human  frailty,  and  fole  fup- 
port  of  heavenly  perfection  :  it  is  the  golden  chain  of 
union  between  heaven  and  earth;  keeps  open  the 
blefied  commuaication ; 
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— Geminique  facit  commercia  regni.  CLAUD* 

He  that  has  never  prayed,  can  never  conceive,  and  he 
that  has  prayed  as  he  ought,  can  never  forget,  how 
much  is  to  be  gained  by  prayer. 


Dear  Sir, 


Yiurt. 


LET  TER, 


LETTER      V. 

LIFE'S    REVIEW. 

The  GENERAL  CAUSE  of  SECURITY 
in  SIN. 

THOUGHTS  for  AGE. 
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DEAR  SJR» 

IN  this  and  the  following  letters  I  fliall  touch  on  five 
points :  Life's  Review;  The  General  Caufe  of  Secu- 
rity in  Sin  :  Thoughts  for  Age  :  The  Dignity  of  Man  : 
The  Centaur's  Reparation  to  Humanity.  The  three  firft 
are  naturally  fuggetted  to  me,  by  the  world's  wicked- 
nefs,  and  our  own  ;  and  our  advanced  time  of  life. 
The  fourth,  viz.  The  Dignity  of  Man,  is  naturally  fug- 
gefted  by  the  notoriety  of  its  reverfein  thofe,  for  whofe 
fake  thefe  letters  are  principally  written.  For  who 
can  look  on  Lucifer  in  his  abyfs,  without  thinking  of 
that  height  from  which  he  fell  ?  By  which  alone  we 
can  take  any  juit  meafure  of  his  calamiry.  And  the 
fifth  point,  viz.  The  Centaur's  Reparation  to  Humanity* 
is  forcibly  impofed  on  me  by  the  tranfporting  thought, 
that  fuck  an  event  is  poflible.  Yet,  ihould  it  take 
place,  poflerity  will  fcarce  believe  it : 

Annalium  ti^rorum  labor avit  ficUs.  L.  FLO. 

I  be- 


214         LIFE'S    REVIEW. 

I  begin  with  The  Review  of  Life;  and  that,  though 
chiefly  for  our  own  fakes,  yet  alfo  for  the  fake  of  all 
our  grey-headed  boyr,  as  Sudlury,  %'orrifmcnd,  Ironfide, 
&c.  for  though  beafls  of  fo  grofs  a  clafs  as  they  choofe 
to  rank  with,  fcarce  deferve'to  be  brought  to  the  ma- 
nege, yet  pupils  not  yet  expelled  the  fchool  of  life, 
ought  (till,  if  poflible,  to  be  taoght  the  leflbn  they  have 
fo  long  neglefted  ;  and  I  offer  myfelf  gladly  for  their 
tutor;  tho'  I  fear  they  would  prefer  a  tetancthrum  *  to 
an  afotheojis  :  Their  erudition  will  not  leave  them  at  a 
lofs  to  know  what  I  mean. 

There  is  nothing  of  which  men  are  more  liberal  than 
their  good  advice,  be  their  ftock  of  it  ever  fo  fmall  ; 
becaufe  it  feems  to  carry  in  it  an  intimation  of  our  own 
influence, importance,  or  worth.  We  (for  you  approved 
it ;  ive,  I  fay),  have  beftowed  abundance  of  it  on  our 
Centaurs,  which,  I  fear,  will  bring  us  in  but  little 
thanks.  Let  us,  therefore,  return  from  abroad,  come 
to  ourfelves ;  and  fee  if  our  export  of  wiidom  may  not 
be  wanted  at  home.  We  have  cenfured  the  aged  ;  are 
we  not  fuch  ourfelves  ?  Is  there  no  folly  to  be  found, 
but  at  aflemblies  and  mafquerades  ?  Or  is  folly  not  fol- 
ly, becaufe  it  hits  our  own  taite  ?  Let  us  Ly  the  line  to 
our  own  conduct :  Let  us  drop  foreign  ware,  and  put 
ourfelves  into  the  fcale. 

Yes,  my  friend  !  let  us  make  a  fhort  vifit  to  our  for- 
mer feives.  They  are,  indeed,  great  ftrangers;  nor  much 
to  be  liked :  Yet  it  is  a  vifit  all  mould  make  who  wifh 
well  to  the  future  of  life.  A  Review  of  Life  is  an  em- 
ployment agreeable  but  to  few;  becaufe  none  can  lool; 

*  A  medicine  to  take  out  \vrinkl«s, 

back 
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back  without  felf-condem nation  ;  and  none  iv/7/  look 
forward  but  with  felf-flattery.  But  though  the  tafk 
may  be  bitter,  it  is  wholfome  too.  Alk  you,  "  What 
"  advantage  from  it?" — It  is  the  only  way  of  taking 
my  Centaur's  f  advice,  and  knowing  our/elves.  A  man 
can  fee  himfelf  in  retrofpedion  only.  When  warm  in 
adion,  he  is  ever  looking  on  fomething  elfe  ;  on  his 
point  in  view  :  Or,  if  he  could  fee  himfelf,  he  could  not 
judge  aright,  either  of  himfelf,  or  others.  While  warm 
in  adion,  prejudices,  and  paflions,  excited  by  the  then 
prefent  objects,  and  incidents,  corrupt  his  judgment. 
13ut  in  a  cool  review,  he  becomes  rather  a  byftandert 
than  the  party  ;  and  is  patient  of  truth.  His  then  for- 
mer rivals  are  no  longer  rivals  ;  therefore  he  judges 
better  of  men.  His  former  points  of  view  are  no  lon- 
ger points  of  view  ;  therefore  he  judges  better  of  things. 
He  can  judge,  nay  he  cannot  but  judge,  as  impartially 
of  himfelf,  as  of  the  reft  of  mankind. 

Wifdom  is  the  growth  of  experience :  But  experience 
is  not  the  growth  of  adion,  but  of  refledion  on  it.  In 
an  adive  life  is/o-wn  the  feed  of  wifdom  ;  but  he,  who 
refleds  not,  never  reaps  ;  has  no  harveft  from  it;  but 
carries  the  burden  of  age,  without  the  wages  of  expe- 
rience ;  nor  knows  himfelf  old,  but  from  his  infirmities, 
the  pariih  regifter,  and  the  contempt  of  mankind.  And 
what  has  age,  if  it  has  not  efteem  ? — It  has  nothing. 

Starting,  my  friend  !  from  the  fame  goal,  thro'  dif- 
ferent paths,  which  fevered  our  fortune,  not  our  affec- 
tion, we  have  run  our  race  ;  and  now  approach  its  end. 
Jaded  with  our  long  journey,  jhe  fpur  of  ambition 

•f  In  the  frontifpleec, 

blunted, 
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blunted,  and  our  fpirits  off  their  fpeed,  we  arc  glad  of 
reft.  In  which,  reflection  on  the  pail  is  not  only  ufcfu', 
but  extremely  natural.  Look  on  the  ftormy  fea,  whofc 
billows  reach  the  clouds ;  then  on  the  peaceful  lake, 
where  the  feather,  or  fallen  leaf,  lies  unmoved  ;  and 
you  fee  the  difference  between  the  cool  evening,  and 
warm  meridian  of  man.  Reflection  is  as  natural  to  one, 
as  aftion  to  the  other.  Una&ive  youth,  and  unrcflecT:- 
ing  age,  are  equal  blanks  in  the  book  of  life.  Man  va- 
ries no  lefs  than  thofe  varying  infeds  at  which  he  won- 
ders. In  his  morning  he  crawls :  long  ere  noon,  flutters, 
and  flies ;  at  evening,  chilled  into  langour,  he  creeps 
into  corners,  lies  hid,  and  fleeps ;  or,  if  awake,  having 
but  little  ground  before  him,  nor  that  the  belt :  Howr 
naturally  he  looks  back  on  the  pad  ?  How  naturally 
his  winter's  evening  calls  for  its  tale  ?  And  to  felf-love, 
what  tale  fo  natural  as  our  own  ?  How  idle  foev«r  our 
tale  has  been,  if  we  can  draw  fome  moral  front  it,  that 
will  abate  its  infignificance,  and  give  it  fome  little 
weight  by  making  us  wifer  for  the  future. 

And  want  we  not  to  be  wifer  ?  On  how  many  fruitlefs 
friendfhips, ill-judged  enmities,  rath  preemptions, cow- 
ardly defpairs,  unmanly  flatteries,  bold  indecencies,  idle 
ichemes,  airy  hopes, 'groundlefs  fears,  opportunities  loft, 
admonitions  flighted,  efcapes  unacknowleged,  evils  im- 
proved, bleflings  negledted,  and  trifles  admired  ;  on, 
what  a  fwarm  of  infirmities  I  look  back  with  fhame  ? 
How  ambitious  have  we  been  in  our  attachments,  not 
aware  that  all,  moft  worth  our  ambition,  we  can  give 
ourfelves  r  How  fearful  of  expences,  not  aware,  that, 
till  it  efcapes  the  gripe,  and  takes  its  flight  into  fome 
prudent  ufe,  money  is  not  <wecdtb ;  that  it  truly  becomes 
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ours  only  by  our  parting  with  it  ?  How  fond  have  we 
been  of  applaufe,  not  aware  that  human,  feparatc  from 
fuperior,  applaufe,  is  the  greateft  vanity,  as  well  as  the 
moll  common  purfuit,  in  life  ?  Ho\v  plainly  I  now  fee, 
that  few  things  are  more  pernicious  than  too  keen  an 
appetite  for  applaufe,  except  a  bold  defiance  of  juit 
reproach  ?  T&at  makes  coxcombs  ;  this,  felons  ;  this 
calls  for  deteilauon  ;  that,  for  contempt. 

How  plainly  do  I  now  fee,  that  our  ignorance  has 
been  great?  How  often  have  we  been  fo  idle  as  to  com- 
plain of  our  wants ;  that  is,  of  our  capacity  of  being 
happy  ?  For,  without  wants,  there  would  be  no  defires, 
and,  without  defires,  no  gratification  of  them  ;  and, 
without  gratification  of  defire,  no  happinefs  ;  for  human 
happincfs,  nay  happinefs  of  all  created  beings, 
coniiits  in  nothing  elfe. 

What  on  rctrofpedl  appears  to  me  to  be  the  capital 
weaknefs  of  man,  is,  that  ftrange  afcendant  which  his 
wifhes  have  over  his  understanding  :  It  is  this  makes  a 
Centaur.  How  often  have  we  looked  on  our  wifhes  as 
infallible  arguments  for  the  certainty  of  what  we  defir- 
ed  ;  when  others  fa\v  it  was  an  impofiible  point  ?  And 
of  this  capital  weaknefs,  a  capital  inftance  is,  that  dy- 
ing men  can  fcarce  believe  that  they  mall  die.  Are 
we  not  now  as  thofe  yellow  autumn  leaves,  which  the 
firft  blaft  fweeps  away  ?  Yet  we  feem  to  think  the  green 
bud  hardly  more  tenacious  of  the  ftem. 

On  farther  review,  this  is  ftranger  ftill :  Our  friends 

are  our  ftrongeft  ties  to  life  :  When  thefe  are  cut,  what 

but  folly  can  renew  the  charm  ?    What  re-engage  our 

-  YoL.-IV.  L  Uifen, 
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difenchanted  hearts?    And  what,   in  my  retrofptcl,  is 
an  object  more  obvious,   or  ftriking,   than  yoilder  en- 
figns  of  death  >   How  the  tyrant  triumphs  ?  What  nu- 
merous monuments  rife  over  the  cold  bofoms  that  once 
warmly  received  us?  That  fhared  our  councils,  our  am- 
bitions, our  pleafures,  and  our  hearts  ?  Their  epitaphs 
colle&ed  would  make  a  volume  :   A  volume  how  in- 
ftrudYive,   if  read  aright?   A  friend's  monument  is  a 
friend's  legacy ;   and  a  richer  to  the  considerate,  than 
any  parchment  can  convey.     What,  for  the  molt  par:, 
is  human  wifdom,    but  the  melancholy  growth  of  a 
bleeding  heart  ?  The  thought  of  death  is  the  directing 
helm  of  life,  and  he  befpeaks  a  wreck,  who  lays  it  afide. 
O  my  friend!  how  rapid  the  human  march  ?    Men 
are  in  haite  ;  how  they  hurry  over  the  ftage  ?    Where 
are  thofe  luminaries  in  every  various  walk  of  fame,  in 
every  kind  of  excellence,  and  renown,  who  moft  fired 
our  ambition,  and  provoked  our  envy  ?    Are  they  not 
parted  away  as  April  ftiadows  over  the  field  ;  or,  by  the 
fire  fide,  a  winter's  tale  ?   Are  not  thofe  far-feen,  fhin- 
ing  lights  gone  out  apace  after  one  another,  as  little 
fparks  in  the  fired  le^if,  or  paper,    leaving  us  nothing 
but  afhes  behind  ?    And  in  their  alhes  is  there  nothing 
to  be  found  but  forrow  ?    May  we  not  light  on  a  little 
prudence  in  them  ? 

Sorrow,  indeed,  predominates.  Oh,  recent  wound  ! 
Sorrow  how  juft  ?  Whom  loft  we  the  very  lalt  moon  ? 
— Loft  <we?  That  is  vainly  fad:  Whom  loft  the  pub- 
lic ?  Whom  the  whole  nation  ?  Few  have  left  it  mere 
worthy  all  love,  and  efteem,  than  our  friend  deceafed  f. 
fSirJ.S. 

4  He 
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He  was  made  by  nature  to  be  beloved ;  and  intitled 
by  virtue  to  be  admired. 

Quern  femper  amatum, 

Semper  honor -at urn,  fee  Dii  voluiftis,  babebo.     VIR.«. 

Well  had  it  been,  if  we,  like  him,  had  fought  ejleem; 
but  we  would  not  pay  the  price.  Love  we  thought 
would  come  cheaper;  and  feeking  that,  were  in  danger 
of  loiing  both.  The  wife  world  will  part  with  no- 
thing, but  by  force.  Love  cannot  be  compelled,  efteem 
may.  And,  when  it  is,  we  lay  in  it,  at  the  fame  time, 
the  furcil  foundation  for  lading  love. 

My  retrofped  fhews  me  a  tranfetory  love  of  which  we 
have  been  too  fond.  A  love  often  beftowed  by  great 
ones,  on  thofe  whom  they  cannot  efteem.  This  love, 
fuppofmg  it  fterling,  I  (Jtultus  ego  !)  returned  in  kind  : 
But  I  do  not  repent  it.  J  may  not  repent  of  my  virtue  : 
For,  my  friend  !  there  are  two  forts  of  charity  in  the 
world,  and  which  the  greateft,  is  hard  to  fay.  We  are 
bound  in  companion  to  help  the  poor  to  live,  and  the 
rich  to  enjoy  ;  who  feel  a  pain  peculiar  to  themfelves, 
that  of  being  mocked  by  abundance,  which  denies 
them  their  expe&ed  happinefs;  happinefsin  proportion 
to  their  purfe.  All  I  learn  from  fuch  ardent  lovers 
(for  fuch  generally  they  are)  is,  that  it  is  dangerous  to 
dip  into  moft  men  below  the  furface,  left  our  curiofity 
mould  rob  us  of  our  good  opinion  of  them.  Much  de- 
corum, little  homage,  is  requifite.  My  whole  life  tells 
me,  that  a  juft  demand  for  efteem  is  facred,  but  rare. 
We  may  well  afford  to  pay  it,  when  it  is  due:  Nor  mud 
our  love  be  with-held,  where  it  is  not.  Univerfal  lov« 
L  »  .  enjoined, 


izo  LIFE'S    REVIEW. 

enjoined,  is  deftgned  as  an  antidote  againft  reciprocal 
contempt;  and  as-a  difcipline  to  human  pride,  which 
muft  floop  to  love  men  in  their  infirmities  and/W/.;  .- 
Nor  is  it  more  our  duty,  than  our  prudence  ;  how  elfe 
could  we  hope  quarter  for  our  own ;  which  both  tell 
IK  of  others  faults,  and  bid  us  forgive  them.  For  ma- 
ny of  them  we  fhould  not  fufpecl,  but  from  the  whif- 
pers  of  their  parallels  in  our  own  bofoms.  And  there- 
fore, by  not  forgiving  them,  we  condemn  ourfelves. 
If,  then,  we  would  be  forgiven  by  ourfelves,  or  others, 
we  muft  forgive.  A  truth  for  which  I  thank  my  pre- 
fent  Review. 

What  I  like  leaft  in  this  furvey,  for  fear  it  ihould 
prove  our  own  cafe,  is  this;  I  find  old  men  apt  to  think 
well  of  themfelves,  not  becaufe  they  fly  vice,  but  be- 
caufe  vice  is  fled  ;  repute  themfelves  virtuous,  bccaufc 
free  from  boys  offences ;  fet  down  impotence  for  vic- 
tory ;  and  triumph,  becaufe  they  have  not  fought,  be- 
caufe they  meet  no  foe.  And  what  makes  me  even 
tremble,  is,  I  fee  fome,  who,  blamelefs  in  youth,  are 
overtaken  by  folly  when  in  years,  and  (of  all  lights  the 
moft  deplorable!)  I  fee  them  dragged  by  their  white 
beards  into  the  fouleft  enormities.  Faults  which  are 
the  natural  growth  of  the  diftindt  periods  of  life,  may 
meet  with  fome  toleration  :  But  the  monftrous  growth 
of  vices  out  of  feafon  no  man  fpares :  Becaufe  the 
hot-beds  of  Lucifer  only  can  raife  crimes,  in  which 
ttalure  has  no  hand. 

Heaven  avert  from  us  fuch  an  end  !   for,  far  from 

blamelefs  was  our  beginning.   In  our  early  days  (called 

the  days  of  innocence),  we  had  our  little  villanics ;  our 

i  vice 
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vice  In  miniature  :  As  years  and  temptations  increafe  J 
in  years  lefs  ripe,  than  in  iniquity,  we  were  no  petty 
criminals,  before  we  were  men.  We  wifhed,  indeed, 
forwifdom;  but  what  wifdom  would  have  avoided, 
we  made  our  favourite  choice;  what  wifdom  would 
have  chofen,  we  bid  wait  till  to-morrow.  Frequent 
were  our  quarrels  with  our  faults ;  but  rarely  puihed 
on  to  a  parting.  Pleafure  had  its  charms,  and  virtue 
its  efforts  ;  and  fometimes,  in  apaffion,  threw  its  rider. 
But  triumphs  of  paffion  are  but  fhort.  No  rebukes  are 
fo  powerful  as  thofe  from  our  own  conduct.  Affords 
not  this,  then,  a  ftrong  caution  for  the  future  ?  The 
diftempers  of  the  part  periods  of  our  lives  are  the  bell 
antidotes  for  thofe  to  come. 

Retrofpection  informs  me,  It  was,  now,  open  war 
with  our  enemy ;  now,  perfect  peace  :  How  eafy  fin 
fat  on  our  hearts  ;  and  called  itfelf  fpirit,  wifdom,  any 
thing  but  what  it  was  ?  When  forne  merciful  difcipline 
awaked  us  from  our  trance,  we  fought ;  and  we  con- 
quered:  But  what  was  our  conquefl?  Such  as  rather 
marred  our  wrong  enjoyments,  than  wedded  us  ciofely 
to  the  right.  We  called  the  right  our  beloved,  our 
fpoufe  ;  but  often  committed  adultery  againft  it ;  thus 
lofmg  the  joys  both  of  the  fmner,  and  the  faint :  So 
motley  a  creature  is  man  ;  as  mutable  as  God  is  fixed. 
Ours,  indeed,  was  no  uncommon  cafe :  But  others  faults 
are  not  our  abfolution.  An  abfolution  it  is,  however, 
with  which  many  are  content:  Tho'  his  Holinefs  could 
fcarce  give  his  faints  one  more  ineffectual  and  vain. 
Who  is  he,  my  dear  friend,  that  can  abfolve  us,  or 

condemn  ? Look  through  thy  whole  paft  life,  an 

L  3  anfwer. 
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anfwer.  What  year,  nay,  what  day,  has  pafled-anim- 
powered  to  vouch  for  his  clement,  and  abfolute  reign  ! 
See  I  not,  in  numberlefs  ir.ftances,  the  naked  hand  of 
Providence  ftretched  out,  as  it  were,  on  this  fide  the 
clouds,  pointing  us  to  good  ?  Now,  {hewing  how  litclt 
this  world  can  give,  by  pouring  on  us  the  full  enjoy- 
ment of  itj  to  turn  our  hearts  on  a  better.  Now,  mew- 
ing  us,  by  the  calamities  of  others,  how  much  we  majr 
buffer  in  this  world  ;  to  keep  us  in  awe,  though  our- 
felves  were  unhurt.  Now,  breaking  to  pieces  all  our 
own  fchemes,  and  raifing  our  happinefs  out  of  their 
ruins;  to  teach  us  humility,  gratitude,  and  on  whom 
to  rely  ;  ftiewing  us,  that  moft  of  our  triumphs  are  er- 
rors ;  andtmr  difappointments,  efcapes.  Now  bringing 
MS,  when  moft  fecure,  to  the  brink  of  the  grave  ;  to 
reprefs  prefumption.  Now  fnatching  us  from  it,  when 
pall  all  human  help;  to  kindle  devotion,  and  forbid 
the  pain  of  defpair.  Now  defeating  us  in  fpite  of  all 
our  wifdom  ;  now  blefling  us  in  fpite  of  all  our  folly: 
blefling,  to  fweeten  life  ;  the;  contrary,  to  wean  us  from 
it ;  and  thus  in  both  worlds  to  provide  for  our  welfare, 
as  far  as  the  nature  of  humanity  will  admit. 

What  a  glorious  image  of  Divine  goodnefs  is  this? 
The  wifeft  cannot  pay  ha!f  irs  due  in  their  higheft  opi- 
nion, nor  the  bell  in  their  profoundeft  acknowlegement, 
of  it.  And  can  we  not  fhew  as  inglorious  a  portrait  of 
human  iveaknefs  in  ourfelves  ?  How  are  our  two  different 
paths  of  life  equally  ftrewed  over  with  follies  ?  with 
follies  thick  as  autumn  leaves !  but  not  thick  enough  to 
hide  our  faults  :  So  numerons  both,  that  I  am  quite 
difmclined  to  look  longer  backward  ;  and  halten,  for 
,  refuge, 
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refuge,  into  fome  change  of  thought.  And  here,  fhail 
only  add,  that  man  overlooks  the  moft  inftru&ive  book 
in  his  Rudy,  if  he  reads  not  himfelf. 

And  now,  I  fear,  you  will  fay,  that  how  ufefal,  and 
natural,  foever  Life's  Review  may  be,  yet  you  can  find 
but  little  pleafure  in  it.  In  it  there  is  no  pleafure  to  be 
fou..d,  but  what  has  coft  us  fume  pain  ;  but  what  \ve 
have  fought  our  way  to,  thro'  nature's  perverfe  byafs, 
and  befieging  temptations.  Unbought  pleafure  is  not 
the  growth  of  earth:  This  is  a  militant  {late;  nor  u^uft 
man  unbuckle  his  armour,  till  he  puts  on  his  ftvoud; 
For  the  moft  victorious  veteran  may  meet  with  a  de- 
feat. Nothing  in  Life's  Review  can  give  delight,  but 
what  we  may  call  our  trophies,  or  fpoiis  taken  in  A«r.- 
All  eJfe  is  vanished  as  a  dream. 

What  have  I  faid  ?  vaniftied  as  a  dream !—  Would  to 
God  it  was !  'tis  not  !  Far  from  it !  Every  moment  is 
immortal !  Every  moment  mail  return,  and  lay  its  whole 
freight,  nothing  loft,  its  every  whifper,  every  thought, 
before  the  Throne :  The  Throne  of  him  who  fent  it  to 
man  on  that  commiffion  ;  and  commands  it  back,  at 
the  ftated  day,  to  make  its  report ;  to  be  regiftered  in 
eternity,  for  the  perufal  of  angels,  and  the  justification 
of  their  King.  Tell  our  gay  triflers,  that  there  is  no 
fuch  thing  as  a  trifle  upon  earth.  Can  any  thing  be  a 
trifle,  that  has  an  efFed  eternal  ?  Tell  them,  tho'  they 
are  fo  well  affured,  that  there  is  nothing  ferious  upon 
earth,  that  time,  to  man,  is,  in  fome  refpe&s,  a  more 
ferious  feafon  than  eternity  :  That  bis  eternity  is  abfo- 
lutely  the  creature  of  time  :  That  'tis  foul,  or  fair,  re- 
joices, or  laments,  as  time,  omnipottnt  time!  (that  trifle 
L  4  which 
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which  they  throw  away)  ordains  its  fate.  If  they  doubt 
it,  let  them  afk  their  jovial  companion,  who  died  of 
their  happinefs  laft  night. 

Many,  my  friend  !  have  made  a  worfe,  many  a  bet- 
ter, ufe  of  time  than  we  have  done.  Many  have  been 
more  criminal ;  many  more  innocent.  But  moftmen 
imagine  that  innocent,  which  has  a  negative  guilt.  An 
idle  day  is  a  guilty  day,  in  a  life  fo  fhort  and  precrii- 
cus;  with  more  than  human  thought  can  carry,  in- 
cumbent on  it.  There  are  not  more  fpots  in  the  fun 
than  in  the  life  of  a  faint. 

What  then  are  we  ?— O  my  friend  !  at  half  a  glancs 
through  life,  I  perceive,  that,  though  we  have  made  a 
fhift  to  creep  out  of  the  Augean  ft  able,  yet  have  we  not 
fcaled  the  temple  of  virtue  :  though  we  made  the  choice 
of  Hercules,  yet  we  wanted  his  flrength  :  though  we, 
fometimes,  lopped  one  head  of  the  Hydra ;  yet,  too 
often,  feven  Ihot  up  in  its  ftead.  Whereas,  on  the 
contrary,  they  that  have  been  long  tofled  by  folTy, 
•when  once  landed  on  a  good  life,  mould  burn  their 
Jhips ;  as  Cafar  once  burnt  thofe  of  his  legions  on  the 
Britijb  coail:  I  mean,  that  the  warmeft  refolution  fhould 
deftroy  the  very  defire  of  embarking  in  ill ;  and  fo 
render  a  return  impracticable. 

Such,  then,  being  our  feeble  attempt?,  fo  fienderour 
pretence  to  wifdom,  it  becomes  us  to  give  thofe,  whom 
we  have  fo  freely  treated,  their  revenge.  To  confefs, 
that,  though  we  are  not  quite  horizontals,  yet  neither 
are  we  quite  upright ;  and,  though  we  have  fet  up  for 
reformers,  yet  we  are  not,  altogether,  men. 

A  wan, 
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A  man,  my  friend  !  is  a  glorious  being ;  a  great  ra- 
rity ;  there  are  but  few  to  be  found.  A  man  is  an  ex- 
alted character,  doubly  great ;  he  is  an  hero,  and  a 
king.  Few  kings  are  fo  great,  as  to  reign  over  their 
own  hearts.  Few  heroes  fo  victorious,  as  to  drive  do- 
minions, principalities,  and  powers,  before  them.  Both 
thefe  meet  in  a  real  man  :  He  ranks,  in  reality,  but  a 

little  lower  than  the  angels  :    nor  long,  fo  low. O 

friend !  man  is  a  wonderful  being  !  Anon,  I  will  tell 
thee  what  thou  art ;  and  (mark  what  I  fay),  I  will  fur- 
prize  thee  with  thyfelf. 

At  prefent,  only  this.— Dare  we  fay,  that  we  are 
arrived  at  the  character  I  have  mentioned  ?  No.  Dare 
we  fay,  it  was  not  in  our  power?  No. — Why  then  this 
cowardice  in  a  poffible  hero  ?  Why  this  difloyalty  to 
himfelf,  in  a  pojjible  king  ?  Whence  this  reproach  to; 
reafon,  and  immortality  ?  Whence  this  inglorious,  and 
abfolute  defertion  from  our  godlike  felves  ?  Sounds  that- 
too  high  ? — In  whofe  image  were  we  made  ?  I  forefee 
your  objection  ;  I  grant  that  image  is  impaired:  but! 
quit  not  my  point ;  I  dare  afiirm,  that  beings  which  are 
free,  rational,  and  immortal,  may  be  gods  in  due  time,, 
through  Divine  Grace,  if  they  pleafe. 

How  deplorable  our  diliance  from  it  ?  Whence  this. 
unmanly  defecl  ?  Know  we  not  that,  unlefs  our  conduct, 
is  that  of  a  man,  it  had  been  better  for  us,  if  in  a  lower 
fpecies  had  fallen  our  lot  ?  Why  were  we  called  into, 
being?  What  we  bave  enjoyed  already  poorly  pays  our 
mothers  pain,  and  our  own.  Wouldfl  thou  repeat  thy 
part  in  the  comedy  ?  ad  it  o'er  again  ?  Wouldfl:  thou 
be  rejumbled  in  this  rough  Tbefpian  cart,  dragged  on  bje 
L  5  tfofe 
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thofe  two  fkeletons,  half-ftarv'd  hope,  and  panting  ex- 
feSation,  through  bad  roads,  now  worfe  and  worfe, 
and  thy  fellow-ftrcllers  in  a  conftantconfpiracy  againft 
both  thy  pay,  and  thy  applaufe  ;  how  well  foever  thy 
partis  performed  ;  how  great  foever  thy  indulgence 
is  to  them  ? — Thou  wouldft  not.  Here  and  there,  in- 
deed, we  might  pick  up  a  lucky  hour,  altoque  notanda 
lapillo,  that  might  make  us  fmile  again.  But  nature, 
and  indeed  reafon,  ftarts  back  at  the  whole.  If  we 
fhould  find  a  fmall  pearl  in  one  oyfter  of  a  million,  it 
would  hardly  make  us  fifhers  for  life. 

Wouldft  thou,  then,  ceafe  to  be  ? — No,  nature  fliud- 
ders  at  it.  That  horn  of  the  alternative  wounds  more 
than  the  former  :  If  fo,  our  wiflies,  as  well  as  our  na- 
ture, pulh  us  into  eternity.  And  fliall  we  fear,  what 
we  wijb?  Fear  it  we  muft,  unlefs  we  provide  a  good 
reception  there.  We  have  provided  for  to-morro\v, 
and  to-morrow  was  not  fatisfied.  If  we  provide  for 
eternity,  our  fatisfadion  will  be  full.  We  have  pro- 
vided for  many  years  ;  for  more  than  we  fhall  ever  fee  ; 
but  not  for  thofe  which  will  never  end. 

How  great  the  dishonour,  my  dear  fellow- crimin ?.l ! 
in  us,  who  were  not  blind  to  the  grand  futurity,  were 
not  cold  to  the  divine  rewards  ;  to  let  the  glowing 
thoughts  of  immortality  fo  far  mingle  with  the  dregs  of 
fenfe?  Is  not  this,  with  the  wings  of  an  eagle,  to  drop  in- 
to the  mire  ?  There  lies  the  pleafure  of  which  the  world 
is  fo  fond  ;  that  bane  of  private  property,  that  prcfage 
of  public  flavery,  that  fure  annihilation  of  a  rational 
creature,  and  as  fure  a  creation  of  a  wretch  eternal. 
Phafure  has  robbed  earth  of  more  lives,  and  heaven  of 

more 
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more  fouls,  than  the  body  collective  of  all  other  evils 
difcharging  their  whole  quivers  on  man. 

Our  weaknefs,  and  our  fecurity  under  the  confe- 
quences  of  it,  is  no  uncommon  cafe.  Blafhing  I  look 
round  for  its  fatal  caufe.  And  do  I  not  find  it,  where, 
if  found,  it  mud  increafe  my  confufion  ?  Do  I  not  find 
it  in  the  great  goodne/s  of  God  ?  If  fo,  how  muft  that 
reproach  and  brand  the  deep  ingratitude  of  man  ? 
And,  I  think,  J  find  it  there. 

The  GENERAL  CAUSE  of  SECURITY 
in  SIN. 

FO R,  confider,  my  good  friend !  what  can  he  do 
that  ventures  to  continue  in  fin  ?  He  cannot  defy 
the  wrath  Divine  ;  that  is  not  in  man.  He  cannot  ac- 
quiefce  under  the  terror  of  its  confequence  ;  he  muft 
therefore  prefume  on  Divine  mercy.  "  I  know  myfclf 
"  worthlefs,  yet  earth  pours  its  bleflings.  I  know  my- 
"  felf  worthlefs,  yet  heaven  buys  me  with  its  blood. 
"  What  is  to  be  feared,  what  is  not  to  be  hoped,  from 
"  fucb  a  God  ?  Be  my  crimes  what  they  will,  fome  yet 
"  unrevealed  expedient  will  be  found  for  my  fafcty. 
"  For  God  is  Love"  Thus,  poffibly,  he  may  reafon  : 
and  thus,  at  once,  do  two  ftrange  things  :  cite  Scrip- 
ture to  his  ruin,  and  make  the  mercies  of  God  fatal  to 
roan. 

God,  indeed,  is  love  :  but  mall  man  therefore  be  a 
monfter  ?  And  a  monfter  in  the  judgment  of  all  men  ? 
All  confefs  that  there  is  an  admirable  content  between 
the  precepts  of  virtue,  and  the  fentiments  of  our  com- 
mon reafon,  All  confefs,  that  virtue  receives  a  curv- 
L  6  Ham 
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ftant  approbation  from  the  uniform  verdidl  of  our  con- 
fciences.  All  confefd,  that  virtue  praftifed  brings  in 
the  greateft  happinefs  to  fociety  :  He,  therefore,  that 
is  not  virtuous,  can  give  himfelf  no  fatisfaftory  account 
why  he  was  born  either  with  reafon,  or  confcience,  or 
a  defire  of  happinefs :  fince  he  has  nothing  of  what 
they  all  demand  from  him.  And,  therefore,  he  muft 
appear  an  unaccountable  being ;  that  is  a  monfter, 
not  only  to  others  but  himfelf. 

This  is  more  than  enough  to  make  vice  our  averfion, 
though  God  were  love  to  that  abfurd  degree,  which 
our  folly  may  fancy,  and  which  our  vice  moft  certainly 
wifhes,  and  wants.  But  there  is  nofucb  love  in  Him : 
It  is  blafphemous  to  fuppofe  it.  God  is  love,  and  there- 
fore—what? That  which  many  may  leaft  expeft 

therefore  God  is  terrible ;  From  whence  arifes  his  man- 
vellous  love  to  man  ?  Of  man  He  has  no  need  ;  the  Di- 
vine happir.efs  is  complete:  in  man  He  fees  no  merit ; 
He  knows  we  are  wortl.Iefs,  as  well  as  we  ourfelves  ; 
But  then,  far  better  than  we,  He  knows  that  we  are— 
immortal.  That  therefore  (moft  interefting,  and  moft 
alarming  thought !)  that  therefore,  we  muft  fuffer,  or 
enjoy,  for  ever  ! 

Hence,  be  moft  a/lured,  my  friend  !  his  regard  for 
jr.  ah.  Hence,  for  a  worm,  to-day  crawling  out  of  the 
earth  ;  and  to-morrow,  more  defpicably  flill,  crawling 
into  corruption  ;  his  compafllon,  his  folicitude,  his 
councils  held  on  high  ;  and  all  the  wonders  of  his  lovs. 
Wonders? — much  more  than  wonders  to  man  ;  they 
are  wonders  in  heaven  !  They  flrike  with  amazement 
the  tint  angels  of  light. 

Con* 
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Confcious  of  thy  own  meanncfs,  canft  thou  fcarce  be- 
lieve that  Divine  indulgence  (hould  thus  abound?  Con- 
ftder:  God,  indeed,  called  us  out  of  the  dujl.  But  He 
called  us  into  an  eternity  :  An  eternity,  henceforward, 
commenforate  with  his  own  :  And  mall  not  his  con- 
cern be  commenfurate  in  degree,  bear  a  proportion  to 
his  gift?  Shall  not  one  (hew  as  much  of  the  Great  God 
as  the  other?  As  he  has  made  us  immortal;  He  has 
made  us  alfo endangered,  creatures.  Creatures  that  muft, 
neceflarily,  ftand  the  moft  important,  and  incornpre- 
henfible  confequence of  their  own  doubtful  conduct  for 
ever.  Does  not  this  abate  thy  furprize  at  fuch  abun- 
dant indulgence  ?  Itmuft,  if  G.od is loiie,  and  vouchfafes 
to  look  on  us  in  the  mentioned  light.  In  that  light  He 
looks  on  us.  Thence  his  more  than  paternal  bowels  of 
compaffion  for  the  moft  unworthy  of  men.  Thence  his 
omnipotence  exerted  in  giving  proofs  of  his  love. 

But  why,,  fayeft  thou,  is  this  love  terrible?  Is  not 
that  love  moft  terrible  which  tells  us  we  are  in  danger 
of  being  eternally  undone  ?  And  tbit  love  tells  us  fo ; 
for  (as  I  conceive)  it  never  had  exifted,  had  not  that 
been  our  cafe. 

How  deep  then,  and  deplorable,  is  their  miftake,  who 
prefume  to  fin,  becaufe  God  is  fo  good  ;  when  God  is 
fogood  purely  becaufe  he  knows  that  prefumption  will 
be  their  ruin  ?  Who  ptefume  on  impunity  for  fin,  be- 
caufe God  is  fo  good  ;  when  God  is  fo  good,  purely 
"becaufe  He  knows  that  fin,  and  impunity,  are  incom- 
patible ?  Such  men  make  a  demonftration  of  their  dan~ 
ger,  the  bafis  of  their  fccurity  ;  and  fear  nothing,  be- 
caufe  an  Omnipotence,  that  is  follicitous  for  their  wer^- 

fare, 
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fare,  gives  proof  that  He  is  apprehenfive  of  their  de- 
ftru&ion. 

Such  men  reafon  ill.  Still  worfe,  experience  can- 
not convince  them.  What  their  experience  of  every 
day,  every  hour,  proves  to  be  true,  they  will  not  be- 
lieve :  They  doubt,  if  they  (hall  be  (not  to  ufe  a  harfher 
word)  condemned  for  their  fins.  Yet  they  kr.onu  that 
they  Hi  all  die.  Now,  as  I  take  it,  their  death  is  a  pre- 
lude, andaffurance,  of  their  future  condemnation:  for, 
if  beings,  originally  immortal,  die  for  another's  fin, 
can  it  be  doubted,  but  that  they  fhall  be  condemned 
for  their  own  ?  And  that  death  (which  is  a  demon- 
ftration  that  iin  (hall  not  efcape  unpuniflied)  is  una- 
voidable, they  are  convinced  by  their  fenfcs  :  Unlefs 
our  Centaurs,  therefore,  lay  afide  their  fenfes,  as  well 
as  their  reafon,  for  the  future  they  mull  forego  vain 
hopes,  too  frequent,  and  too  fanguine,  among  them  : 
nor  longer  turn  a  proof  of  immortality  into  a  prefump- 
tion  on  impunity  ;  Heaven's  indulgence,  into  deftruc- 
tion  ;  and  gather  pcifon  from  the  tree  of  life. 

I  know  not,  my  friend  !  if  others  have  urged  thefe 
arguments,  with  regard  to  the  caufe  of  God's  great 
indulgence  to  man,  and  the  certainty  of  punimment 
for  fin  ;  but  to  me  they  appear  of  a  very  weighty  and 
affedting  nature.  There  are  fome  truths  of  the  laft 
moment  to  men,  which,  at  firft  afpeft,  have  fomevvhat 
furprifing  in  them  :  they  require,  and  well  deferve, 
our  fecond  thoughts. 

I  will  give  you  two  ;  one  from  Scripture  ;  one  from 
jny  own  thoughts,;  "  Wi:btbtLtrdtber e  is  mercy,  tiiwc- 

"  fojc 
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*'  fore  Jh 'all  He  be  feared. — With  man  there  is  immorta- 
lity, therefore  Jhall  He  tremble. — Tremble  at  himfelf ! 
Tremble  at  his  own  power,  which  can  give  what  colour 
he  will  to  a  whole  eternity.  Tremble  at  his  own  glory; 
that  he  has  angels  for  his  guard  ;  and  an  Almighty  for 
his  friend.  Yes,  tremble  at  all  that  might  incline  him 
to  triumph  :  for  thefe  grandeurs,  that  infpire  prefump- 
tion,  increafe  danger  :  are  magnificent  aflurances  that 
he  may  be  plunged  beyond  hope  ;  be  loft  part  retrieve. 

God,  indeed,  forbids  our  defpair :  but  not  becatife 
his  love  will  fave  us  in  our  fins ;  but  becaufe  defpair 
flops  all  effort  at  amendment ;  and  without  it  his  love 
defires  our  welfare  in  vain.  His  love  is  fuch,  as  to 
give  us  encouragement,  and  fupport,  in  every  thing, 
but  fin  :  fuch  as  to  fupport  our  fpirits  amid  the  ruins 
of  a  falling  world  ;  but  not  under  the  cloud  of  one 
unrepented  guilt. 

This  flings  light  on  a  part  of  Scripture,  which  has  a 
cloud  on  it  in  foine  eyes;  and  with  others  quite  ruins  its 
credit  :  Work  out  your  fc.l-jation  ivitb  fear,  and  trem- 
bling :  A  ftrange  text  to  thofe,  who  fear  and  tremble 
at  nothing  fo  much  as  at  a  difappointment  in  their  lufts. 
Our  falvation  muft  be  worked  out :  Wifhing,  and  will- 
ing, will  not  bring  it;  hoping,  and  confiding,  will  not 
procure  it ;  it  will  not  come  by  chance  ;  no,  nor  by  gift, 
and  infufion.  It  muft  be  worked  out  \vh\\fear ;  becaufe 
fear  is  the  ftrongeft  guard  of  diligence,  without  which, 
this  work  cannot  go  on  ;  and  with  trembling,  left  we 
fhould  fail  in  this  important  work  ;  left  we  fhould  think 
too  lightly  of  the  Divine  juflice;  and  left  ourvery  con- 
fidence fhould  betray  us,  even  though  we  were  good 

men: 
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men:  for  good  men  have  failed  purely  from  a  good 
opinion  of  their  own  ftate.  For  a  good  opinion  begets 
fecurity  ;  fecurity  begets  negligence  ;  and  negligence 
temptation  ;  and  temptation,  afall:  and  ;if  unrepented) 
a  fall  into  that  Itate,  where  our firft  wifh  will  be,  that 
we  never  had  been  born  ;  and  (worfe  ftill !)  where  there 
is  no  loft.  Pain  is  fometimes  fo  great  even  here,  that 
we  lofe  our  fenfes  ;  there  it  will  be  far  greater ;  and 
{how  terrible  to  fay !)  our  fenfes  will  not  be  loft. 
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ON  the  bank  of  that  ftate  we,  «ctu,  ftand  :  That 
"poft  of  wifdom,  if  ever  men  are  wife  ;  which  is 
the  reafon  why  they  wifh  it  may  be  long  before  they 
arrive  at  it:  for  folly  is  the  favourite  of  mankind: 
And  is  it  not  our  own?  Though  there  we  ftand,  we 
fcarce  believe  it;  fo  much  our  wifhes  obftruft  our  be- 
fief:  or,  believing,  fcarce  know  what  being  there 
means  ;  fo  much  familiarity  takes  away  our  attention  ; 
and  robs  things  of  their  power  to  llrike  ftrong  on  our 
minds.  Eternity  has  fo  often  pa/Ted  our  lips,  that  it 
has  forgot  its  way  to  our  hearts.  Did  it  enter  there, 
would  it  not  extinguifh  every  earth-born  pafllon  in 
them  ?  Yes ;  *s  the  fun,  the  fmalleft  fpark  of  fire. 

Though  we  ftand  on  its  awful  brink,  fuch  cur  leaden 
byafs  to  the  world,  we  turn  our  faces  the  wrong  way  ; 
we  are  ftill  looking  on  our  old  acquaintance,  titnej  tho* 
KOIV,  fo  wafted  and  reduced,  that  we  can  fee  little  more 
of  him  than  his  wings  and  \i\sfcytbe  :  our  age  enlarges 
his  wings  to  our  imagination  j  and  our  fear  cf  death, 


THOUGHTS   FOR  AGE.          233 

Jus  fey  the  j  as  time  himfelf  grows  lefs.     His  confump- 
tion  is  deep  :  his  annihilation  is  at  hand. 

Should  we  not  then  turn  us  round,  and  look  on  eter- 
nity i  That  glorious  home  of  all  that  furvives,  and  out- 
fliines  the  fun  ;  that  kingdom  of  fouls  immortal !  Of  im- 
mortal fouls,  time  is  only  the  maturing  womb  ;  from 
eternity  they  wait  their  real  birth.  Are  we,  my  friend  1 
matured  ?  Or  mall  we  prove  abortive  to  the  world  of 
glory  ?  If  we  were  mature,  why  tarry  here  fo  long  ?  By 
protracting  life,  Heaven  {hews  not  its  favour  to  thofe 
that  are  fit  to  die.  Is  not,  the  bufinefs  of  our  day  un- 
done, the  caufe  why  we  are  fufFered  to  fit  up  fo  late  ? 
To  be  fo  long  on  our  weary  legs,  after  the  common  hour 
of  human  reft  ?  I  fear  it  is.  I  much  fear  we  are  permit- 
ted to  live,  purely  becaufe— we  do  not  deferve  it. 

Is  it  not,  (my  languid  fellow-traveller  in  the  deep 
vale  of  years)  high  time  to  be  wifer  ?  left  the  greateft 
of  curfes  mould  fall  on  us,  that  of  being  wife  too  late  : 
Which  is  the  moft  emphatical  definition  of  a  fool.  The 
world  is  worn  out  to  us;  and  we  are  worn  out  to  the 
world.  The  world,  which  knows  its  own  intereft,  quits 
us,  as  rats  a  ruined  houfe  ;  if  we  knew  ours,  mould  we 
not  quit  the  world,  as  bees  an  exhaufted  flower  ?  We 
can  make  no  more  honey  of  it !  its  fweets  are  gone. 
Where  are  its  formerly  fvveet  delufions,  its  airy  caftles, 
and  glittering  fpires  ?  Are  we  not  left  on  a  lonely,  bar- 
ren, briery  heath,  to  grope  out  our  weary  way,  through 
the  duflc  of  life,  to  our  final  home  ?  Shall  not  the  dif- 
folved  enchantment  fet  the  captive  free  ?  Are  we  Tor- 
ri/monds  or  Sudburys  ?  Shall  our  dotage  rivet  our  chains, 
when  kind  nature  would  knock  them  off?  To  fpeak  a 

language 
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language  even  Centaurs  may  underftand,  "  A  lafl  carJ, 
"  well  played,  may  yet  win  the  game  ? " 

Confider,  are  we  fcheroing  ftill  ?  Scretching  out  a 
trembling  hand,  which  wants  to  be  fupported,  to  grafp 
at  the  nothing  that  comes  next  ?  Any  thing  now  gained 
would  rather  mock,  than  enrich  us  ;  can  any  thing  en- 
rich, that  cannot  be  enjoyed  ?  Grafp  at  new  faculties, 
and  new  powers,  if  thou  canft  find  them,  or  new  objects 
will  only  laugh  us  to  fcorn.  But  hadft  thou  even  tbofe, 
if  the  value  of  things  is  in  proportion  to  our  term  in 
them,  their  price  at  our  market  fliould  fall  very  low. 

It  is  a  good  thing  to  know  when  we  have  all,  and  to 
laugh  at  that  cheat  mere,  which  is  ever  ftealing  our 
hearts.  But  it  is  as  uncommon,  as  good.  Hence,  fe- 
niors  are  milking  the  world  after  it  is  dry,  Is  it  not  a 
fhame  that  we  mould  be  gleaning  fublunary  flranus^ 
when  our  harveft  of  life  is  over  ?  hoping  an  after-crop 
in  our  ftubble  ?  Though  called  to  diadems,  where  har- 
veft is  perpetual ;  where  an  harvefl,  more  than  golden, 
profufely  crowns  an  eternal  year  ? 

As  to  the  pafs  which  is  fo  much  feared ;  the  dark, 
fubterranean  entry  to  future  life  ;  into  which  our  weak 
imagination  peeps,  and  ftarts  back,  as  a  child  at  a  ma- 
dow  ;  all  thanks  to  the  blefied  Gofpel,  we  know  what 
will  light  us  up  a  lamp  in  it,  and  leflen  its  formidable 
gloom.  I  have  feen  a  death-bed,  the  reverfe  of  poor 
lament's,  where  the  by-ftanders  were  the  greateft  fuf- 
ferers  ;  and  the  king  of  terrors,  by  chriftian  patience, 
was  over-matched.  The  power  of  religion  fhone  out 
without  a  veil ;  nor  could  any  rifing  fufpicions  of  hypo- 

crify 
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crify  dim  its  luftre.  In  fuch  fcenes  as  thefe  the  human 
heart  is  no  longer  invifible  to  man  ;  and  a  glimpfe  of 
heaven  is  discovered  in  fuch  a  fight. 

We  know  what  can  make  us  fleep  fweetly  in  the  duft: 
what  can  fmooth  the  rough  tranfition  ;  fofcen  death  in- 
to a  fort  of  tranflation,  which  interrupts  not  (blefTed  be 
God  !)  our  exiftence;  nor  our  peace.  In  peace  have 
many  died  ;  and,  therefore,  it  is  certain,  all  may.  The 
whole  fecret  for  obtaining  that  peace  is  an  abfolute  re- 
fignation  to  the  mofl  High;  which  (as  hard  a  talk  as  it 
feems  to  fome)  at  the  bottom  is  no  more  than  owning 
him  to  be  God.  And  a  contrary  conduft  (as  little  as 
it  is  coniidered)  has  atheifm,  partial  atheifm,  in  it.  It 
is  qaeftioning  fome  of  his  attributes,  though  not  deny- 
ing a  God.  May  that  peace  be  thine  !  My  heart  beats 
with  ardor  for  thy  prefent  peace,  and  future  blifs.  May 
I  (hare  it  with  thee !  What  a  poor  broken  embrace, 
what  a  fad  fragment  cf  frierdfhip,  is  that  which  ends 
at  the  grave  ?  Such  a  tranfitory  tie  gives  a  fecond  dart 
to  death  ;  and  a  double  diffolution  to  departing  man. 
That  of  foul  and  body  fcarce  more  fevere. 

Would  to  heaven  !  that  all  friendmips  were,  evidently, 
friendfhips  of  immortal  men.  Such,  I  mean,  as  gave 
proof  of  their  having  each  other's  eternal  intercits  at 
heart.  Modern,  at  leall,  fafhionable,  friendship  flows 
from  a  polluted  fource  ;  it  taftes  too  ilrong  of  earth  ; 
without  the  leaft  tii  dure  of  man  (as  above  defcribed)  ; 
without  the  leaft  fpirit  of  immortality  in  it.  Nay,  worfe  ; 
it  often  fprings  from  caufes  that  will  not  bear  the  light : 
and  refembles  the  dark  ft  reams  ofd/ffaus,  a.nd4retbt</a, 

that 
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that  mingle  under  ground  :    it  ihould  rather  refembte 

Eridanus,  which  is  faid  to  flow  from  heaven. 

How  many  have  we  of  thefe  fubterranean  attach- 
ments ?  What  is  it  ties  our  Centaurs  together  in  fo  long 
^firing? — Leaping  together  the  fame  barriers  of  the 
decent,  and  the  juft;  ranging  the  fame  forbidden 
grounds ;  gorging  at  the  fame  manger ;  neighing  the 
fame  inflammatory  tune;  or  being  daily  rid,  and  forely 
galled,  by  the  domineering  infolence  of  the  fame  in- 
flamed miftrefa. 

Since  fuch  their  accornplifhments,  I  hope  to  levy  a 
Lapithean  infantry  fufncient  fuccefsfully  to  carry  on  the 
war  now  opened  againil  them. — As  Chiron  blew  the 
trumpet  which  called  the  Greeks  to  the  fiege  of  'Troy  ; 
I  hear  there  is  a  modern  Chiron,  who  founds  as  many 
inftruments,  as  Nebuchadnezzar  did  tofummon  his  ido- 
laters; and  that  he  raifcs  forces,  and  ceafes  not  to  carry 
on  the  war,  at  a  waft  txpence.  Doubtiefs  he  was  typified 
of  old  by  him  who  is  faid  in  / 

jffLrc  ciere^viroSy  martengue  accendsre  canto. 

For  my  own  part,  my  friend!  I  fancy  my  campaign 
will  foon  be  over.  1  have  frequent  pains ;  and,  I  think 
I  hear  the  Matter  call.  If  fo,  ihould  we  not  leaye  this 
world,  though  not  yet  admitted  of  the  next?  Have  we 
not  been,  through  life,  anxioufly  providing  one  year  for 
the  next  ?  And  ihall  we  grudge  to  pay  half  that  pains 
for  an  eternity  ? 

Confidcr,  my  immortal  friend  !  fhould  we  not  leave 
the  world,  before  the  world  leaves  us  ?  Jt  is  ciifmal  to 

be 
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b:  left.  There  is  a  noble  abfence  from  earth,  while  we 
are  yet  on  it.  There  is  a  noble  intimacy  with  heaven, 
while  we  are  yet  beneath  it.  If  our  affe&ion  flies  thi- 
ther, we  (hall  be  welcomed  by  fuperior  beings,  and  not 
be  miffed  by  men  who  delight  in  novelties ;  or,  if  mif- 
fed, admired  the  more  for  being  once  in  the  right.  They 
muftbe  fomewhat  out  of  this  world,  who  would  be  deep 
in  the  concerns  of  the  next ;  and  is  it  not  timewe  mould 
be  fo  -?  Till  the  bufmefs  of  life  (as  it  is  called)  is  over, 
its  real  bufmefs  is  rarely  begun  :  nor  always  then.  Age 
is  apt  to  carry  its  allowed  title  to  repofe  too  far :  age  is 
the  molt  bufy  period  of  human  life.  But  its  tranfa&ions 
are  not  with  men.  Therefore  that  abfence  above-men- 
tioned is  moft  fit  for  us.  It  is  a  fort  of  a  third  ftate  be- 
tween this  world  and  the  next.  How  proper  then,  for 
the  reception  of  thofe,  whofe  term  is  out,  here,  accord- 
ing to  the  common  age  of  man. 

And  can  it  be  hard  for  us  to  lay  this  world  afide,  fince 
they  that  have  fared  beil  in  the  world,  have  only  the 
fewefl  objections  againft  it?  Is  it  not  an  old  tragic  co- 
medy read  over  and  over,  which  by  no  means, 

Decies  repetita  placebit  ?  Juv. 

To  fpeak  in  the  licentious  ftile  of  comedy,  man  is  a 
mule,  of  mixed  origin,  of  heaven  and  earth  :  earth  has 
had  more  than  its  fhare  of  us  ;  give  heaven  the  reit :  and 
that  for  a  double  reafon.  All  know  that  hope  is  life's 
cordial :  it  works  miracles ;  without  happinefs  it  makes 
men  happy.  What  have  been  all  the  pleafures  of  our 
former  years,  but  joyous  prophecies,  and  bold  promifes, 
in  the  name  of  to-morrow  ?  Worldly  hope  in  age  expires.- 

If 
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If  he  provides  not  another  hope,  a  man  of  years,  and  a 
man  of  mifery,  mean  the  fame  thing.  Therefore  the 
fame  Heps  are  to  be  taken,  whether  we  would  fweeten 
the  remaining  dreg  of  life,  or  provide  a  triumph  for 
eternity. 

The  worldly  wifhes,  which  an  old  man  fends  out, 
are  like  Noah's  dove;  they  cannot  find  whereon  to 
light,  and  muft  return  to  his  own  heart  again  for  rett. 
His  natural,  and,  perhaps,  moll  allowable  and  proper 
with  is  for  refpecl.  But  refpecl  for  age  is  a  virtue. 
I  need  fay  no  more  to  convince  him,  how  little  of  it 
he  muft  expect :  and,  indeed,  he  but  ill  deftrves  it 
from  others,  who,  by  doating  on  the  world,  denies  it  to 
himfelf. 

When  infirmity  drives  the  world  from  us,  or  dif.-afe 
confines  us  to  our  chamber,  (hall  \ve  not  be  all  alone 
with  the  great  Father  of  fpirits,  and  fearcher  of  hearts  ? 
Is  it  not  worth  while  a  little  before-hand  to  pradife 
our  leflbn,  that  we  may  be  the  better  prepared  to  faf- 
tain  fuch  an  interview  ?  Our  wifdom  cannot  add  to  the 
days,  but  it  can  lighten  the  burden,  of  life  ;  and  lefien 
the  terrors  of  death.  Death  forgot  in  youth  is  folly  ; 
in  age,  madnefs.  With  regard  to  that  king  of  ter- 
rors, how  many  in  years  borrow  the  fecurity  of  youth  ; 
for  it  is  impoflible  it  mould  belong  to  them.  Happy 
they  !  whom  death  when  he  comes,  mall  find  at  home; 
his  vifit  will  have  lefs  of  terror  in  it.  Out  of  pure  de- 
cency to  the  dignity  of  human  nature,  of  which  the 
decays  and  imperfections  mould  not  be  expofed,  men 
in  years,  by  recefs,  mould  fling  a  veil  over  them,  and  to 
the  world  be  a  little  buried,  before  they  are  interred. 

Aa 
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An  old  man's  too  great  familiarity  with  the  public  is 
an  indignity  to  the  human  nature,  and  a  neglecl  of  the 
Divine.  A  greater  intercourfe  with  it  than  the  calls 
of  duty  and  virtue  demand,  is  indecent,  irreligious, 
and  contemptible ;  fpeaking  acquiefcence  in  contempt, 
dotage  on  the  world,  and  oblivion  of  eternity.  His 
fancying  himfelf  to  be  ftill  properly  one  of  this  world, 
and  on  a  common  foot  with  the  rett  of  mankind,  is, 
as  if  a  man  getting  drunk  in  the  morning,  after  a  long 
nap,  lifting  his  drowfy  lids  at  fun-fet,  ihould  take  it 
for  break  of  day. 

But  grant  him  to  be  ftill  of  this  world  ;  grant  him 
al!  itcanpve;  what  is  this  world,  but  a  machine 
played  on  by  us  by  our  great  enemy  for  the  diffipation  of 
human  thought,  w  hofe  fcattered  rays  muft  be  collected, 
as  it  were,  to  a  focal  point,  in  o  der  to  duly  warm  our 
devotion  ;  and  fet  a  pious  heart  on  fire  ?  And  can  any 
happinefs  A'.bfift  in  age  without  piety  ?  Impoffible!  Its 
intimacy  with  the  world,  is  not  for  the  pleafures  it  can 
give;  they  are  part:  it  ispurelyto  diflodge  the  thought? 
of  death,  which  intrude  at  that  feafon  ;  that  is,  it  is 
purely  to  decline  the  pleafures  of  heaven. 

Why,  my  friend  !  is  our  day  of  trial  extended  beyond 
the  expiration  of  the  common  term  ?  Is  it  not  indulged 
to  the  great  need  our  pall  condudthas  of  it?  Andfhall 
our  folly  reverfe  the  kind  intention  of  that  Divine  in- 
dulgence to  us?  Shall  it  fet  us  farther  from  our  God  ? 
I  am  never  fo  ftrougly  ftruck  with  the  weaknefs  and 
depravity  of  man,  as  when  I  fee  grey  hairs  playing  the 
fool.  Hope,  which  in  other  evil  appearances  fup- 

port» 
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ports  our  fpirits,  fails  us  there.  What  can  (hock  com- 
mon fenfe,  what  can  create  amazement,  if  not  the  fail- 
ings that  would  difhor.our  youth,  in  thofe  that  are 
miraculoufly  alive  after  the  flatcd  period  of  human  life? 
This  is  an  outrage  to  reafon,  beyond  the  boldnefs  of 
the  defperado  that  confounds  us  moft ;  this  out-dares 
the  felcn  repeating  his  crime,  not  only  under  the  gal- 
lows, but  with  the  cord  about  his  neck.  Where  is 
that  world  into  which  you  and  I  were  born  ?  It  is  un- 
der-ground ;  and  a  generation  of  ftrangers  are  dancing 
over  our  coevals  long  iince  in  the  duft.  Where  is  that 
world  into  which  wejbull  be  born  ?  Far,  far  above  the 
fun,  if,  while  we  are  beneath  it,  we  behave  ourfelves 
like  men.  But  if  this  life  was  our  only  concern, 
confider,  that  nothing  but  being  wifer,  that  is  better, 
than  thofe  born  after  us,  can  poffibly  refcue  the  decays 
of  age  from  averfion  and  contempt. 

Fain  would  I  have  my  pen  of  fome  fervice  to  the 
aged,  now  my  neareft  relations,  thofe  of  blood,  are  no 
more.  To  the  former  am  I  related  by  like  date,  duty, 
intereft,  and  above  all, 

•         Nunc  ipfa  pericula  jungint*  Ov. 

Still  eager  in  worldly  purfuits,  warm  in  the  chace  of 
fhadows,  (hall  we  rufli,  as  down  a  precipice,  and  leap 
plumb  into  the  jaws  of  extempore  death  ? 

No,  let  us  halt  in  our  career ;  paufe  on  the  brink  ; 
and  provide  for  our  eternal  peace.  Can  I  better  ex- 
prefs  my  love  than  by  prcfling  it  on  thee  ?  I  prefs  it 
ftrongly.  And  know,  my  friend!  that  Heaven,  and' 

(as 
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(as  J  have  fhewed  thee)  a  moft  indulgent  Heaven, 
joins  my  pathetic  wifti ;  and  angels,  ardent  angels, 
fay  Amen.  And  what  want  they?  (mark  it  well), 
they  want  nothing  but  thy  ooy«  concurrence  to  crown- 
their  wiihes  for  thy  welfare. 

Dtar  Sir, 


M  LET- 


LETTER      'VI. 

The  DIGNITY   of  MAN. 

The  CENTAURS   RESTORATION 
to  HUMANITY. 

The  DIGNITY   of  MAN  Refumed. 
The   CONCLUSION. 


M  a 


C    245   J 


LETTER     VI. 

The     DIGNITY    of    MAN. 

HERE,  Sir,  I  enter  on  that  elevated  themej 
<Tbt  Dignity  of  Man. 

Major  rerum  mihi  nafdtur  or  do.  VIRG. 

I  fhall  fcale  the  fummit  of  human  nature,  and  fctits 
dignity  in  the  flrongeft  light ;  that  the  contrail  may 
ftrike  our  Centaurs  with  a  juft  fenfe  of  their  own  ghaftly 
condition  ;  and  more  clearly  demonftrate  the  depth  of 
their  fall.  Many  are  for  degrading  their  nature,  tha 
they  may  leffcn  its  duties  ;  and  for  looking  on  them- 
felvcs  as  beings  infignificant,  tnat  they  may  be  profli- 
gate beings  with  a  better  grace  ;  and  (as  they  would 
flatter  themfelves)  with  more  excufe-  They  run  vo- 
luntarily into  this  error,  as  men  run  into  the  dark,  that 
they  may  fin  without  a  bluQi  ;  framing  a  lie  (which  is 
the  common  cafe)  for  their  apology.  Their  matter 
Epicurus  meant  much  the  fame,  by  fetting  the  gods  at 
fuch  a  diftance  ;  and  for  their  repofe,  exempting  them 
from  the  trouble  of  infpe&ing  the  trifles  of  men.  A 
due  fenfe  of  the  grandeur  of  man's  nature,  and  deftU 
nation,  is  his  beft  bulwark  againft  the  frequent  and  vio- 
M  3  lent 
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lent  aflaults  temptation  makes  on  him.  This  isafub- 
je£  which  I  wifli  had  been  taken  into  better  hands. 
For,  as  it  demands  all  the  powers  of  the  noblcit  pen 
to  reach  its  heights  j  fo  the  world  ftands  in  need  of 
having  this,  above  all  other,  prefled  home  on  their 
hearts ;  for  all  other  of  any  great  moment  are  implied 
in  it.  There  are  but  few,  whofe  opinions  do  not  too 
much  widen  the  diftance  between  an  angel,  and  a  man. 
I  fhall  bring  them  nearer  together,  as  the  belt  means 
for  the  reformation  of  Centaurs  (as  you  fhall  fee)  and 
for  the  moft  noble  exaltation  of  men.  ' 

I  have  juft  now  obferved,  that — "  Angels  want  no- 
"  thing  but  thy  own  concurrence  to  crown  their  wifhes 
"  for  thy  welfare." — This  is  true  :  Shall  I  not  then  be 
pardoned,  if  I  prefume  to  put  the  fame  meaning  into 
fomewhat  an  higher  ftile,  and  fay  (with  all  reverence) 
that  heaven's  delires  are  at  thy  mercy  ? — If  fo,  think, 
and  think  again,  What  art  thou  ?  Thou  poor,  feeble, 
earth-born,  mortal !  Whnt  art  thou  ? — Darts  not  on 
thee  a  ftream  of  heavenly  light  ?  Doft  thou  not  fee  an 
anr.azing  majefty  in  man  ?  Have  I  not  then,  made  my 
bold  promife  good  ?  Did  I  not,  above,  tell  thee,  1 
would  furprize  thee  with  thyfelf  ? 

Nor  can  I  reft  here.  A  man  is  almolt  more  than 
man  can  conceive  ;  a  marvellous  being  that  rifes  above 
himfelf,  darting  rays  of  glory  beyond  the  reach  of  his 
own  fight.  My  heart  is  tied  to  this  endearing,  tranf- 
porting,  and  triumphant,  theme. 

Is  tby  confent  necefTary  to  finifh  what  is  begun,  or 
rather,  only  defigned,  above?  How  flrangely  this 
founds !  Yet  mufl  I  proceed  in  a  fUll  higher  ftrain — 

In 
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In  thee  it  is,  (how  feemingly  bold,  and  impious  fo  to 
fpeak  ?)  Yes,  it  is  in  thee,  to  grant,  or  deny,  the  re- 
queft  of  the  Almighty. — And  impious,  indeed,  it 
would  be,  if  unauthorized  by  Scripture,  in  which  that 
requeft  is  made. 

A  requeuing  Omnipotence  ? — What  can  flun,  and 
confound  thy  reafon  more  ?  What  more  can  ravifli  and 
exalt  thy  heart  ?  It  Caiinctbutravimand  exalt;  it  cannot 
but  glorioufly  diilurb,  and  perplex  thee,  to  take  in  all 
that  thought  fa^gefb.  Thou  child  of  the  duft  !  thou 
fpeck  of  mifery  and  fin  !  How  abject  thy  weaknefb  ? 
How  great  is  thy  power?  Thou  crawler  on  earth,  and, 
poffible  (I  was  a!  out  to  fay)  controuler  of  the  fkies  ! 

Weigh,  and  wrigh  well,  the  wondrous  truths  1  have 
in  view:  which  cannot  be  weighed  too  much  :  which, 
the  more  they  are  weighed,  amaze  the  more :  which  to 
have  fuppofed,  before  they  were  revealed,  would  have 
been  as  great  madnefs  ;  and  to  have  prefumed  on,  as 
great  fin,  as  it  is  now  madnefs  and  fin,  not  to  believe. 
Such  precious,  and  beatifying  news  is  brought  us  by 
revelation  ;  that  revelation  which  is  rejected,  and  de- 
fpifed,  by  thofe  that  affect  to  be  thought  wifer,  and 
happier,  than  the  reft  of  mankind. 

The  truths,  I  mean,  are  implied  in  what  follows ; 
viz.  Heaven  intends,  defires,  labours,  works  miracles, 
or  more  (if  more  can  be),  for  thy  welfare  :  it  preflcs 
thee,  it  importunately  prcfTes  thee,  to  comply.  Confider ; 
how  art  thou  courted  ?  And  by  whom  ?  By  Father,  Son, 
and  Holy  Spirit;  thy  felloe-labourers  for  thy  good. 
How  is  thy  alliance  fought  ?  And  at  whatprice  ?  Angels, 
M  4  infpeft- 
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infpe&ing,  admiring  angels,  cannot  compute  its  value. 
An  extreme  of  love,,  an  extreme  of  glory,  this,  which 
thofe  angels  (if  angels  could  envy)  might  envy  to  man  ; 
for  was  it  not  denied  to  them  ? 

Thou  younger,  but  darling  fon  of  heaven  !  wonder; 
tremble  ;  triumph  ! — Yes, triumph  ;  tremble;  wonder! 
thy  greateft  emotion  falls  fhort  of  the  mighty  caufe. 
Thou  greatly  beloved,  greatly  favoured,  greatly  def- 
tined,  and,  oh  !  greatly  endangered!  take  heed  to  thy 
fteps :  nor  lefs  take  fire  at  thy  prize. 

Art  thou  more  exalted,  or  terrified  at  what  I  fay  ? 
Exr.ltation  and  fear  both  rife  in  extremes.  With  both 
paffions  comply ;  highly  reverence  thy  own  nature ; 
more  profoundly  adore  iheDivitit.  Adore  it  with  voice, 
heart,  and  life:  and  thus  to  glad  all  heaven, aflert,ref- 
cue,  ennoble,  and  with  blifs  eternal  crown  thyfelf:  for 
without  thee,  in  the  conftituted  order  of  things,  heaven 
is  unable  to  do  it.  Its  almighty  hand  is,  as  it  were,  tied 
up  by  its  own  decree.  Without  thee,  thou  amazing 
being  !  (pardoned  be  the  word  fo  bold)  there  is  impo- 
tence in  heaven.  Nor  is  it  bold  when  explained;  for  im- 
potence when  voluntary,  is  no  impeachment  of  power. 

Is  all  this  rapturous? — Yes,  fuch  a  rapture,  as  no- 
thing but  grofs  ignorance,  or  more  fatal  infidelity,  can 
forbear.  Is  not  rapture  due  for  felicities  incxpreflible  ? 
And  what  felicity  is  fo  much  as  fecond  to  this  ?  It  is  the 
clofe,  frequent,  and  feeling,  infpedlion  of  thefe  inte- 
rior a  of  man's  fublime  condition,  as  immortal,  and  re- 
Jeeni'd,  that  is  the  higheft  cordial  of  human  joy;  and 
the  richeit  mine  of  human  thought.  A  mine  deep  dug 

bv 
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by  few '.  and  yet  without  it,  man  is  not  more  a  flranger 
to  the  natives  of  Saturn,  than  to  himfelf.  Without  it, 
he  muft  want  the  true,  genuine,  vital,  fpirit  of  a 
Chriftian.  None  without  it  can  be  filled  with  the  light 
and  comfort  of  the  Holy  Ghoft.  This,  O  ye  Metho- 
difts !  gives  the  real  new  birth  :  this  enters  man  in 
quite  another  world.  In  his  former  world  all  things 
are  abfolutely  changed  :  well  nigh  annihilated  as  to 
his  wonted  paffion  for  them. 

The  heavens  declare  the  glory  of  the  Lord,  and  the  fir- 
mament Jheivetb  his  handy-<work.  But  the  chriftian  mint 
I  have  mentioned,  infinitely  more  demands  our  adora- 
tion and  praife  :  infinitely  more  demands  our  exulta- 
tion and  joy.  Are  we  tranfported,  and  juftly  tranfport- 
ed,  at  the  wonderful  operations  of  nature,  and  decline 
we  the  contemplation  of  greater  wonders  in  ourfelvesl 
And  when  the  former  but  amufes  an  hour>  the  laft 
bleffes  an  eternity  ?  In  thofe  ftupendous  views  it  is, 
that  the  mercy  of  God,  and  glory  of  man,  at  higheft 
mine.  Hence  it  is,  that  conftant  joy  is  enjoined  to 
Chriftians  as  an  abfolute  duty:  a  duty, -on  weaker  mo- 
tives, as  abfolutely  impracticable. 

You  fee,  Sir,  that  to  dive  deep  into  man*  is  to  dive 
into  an  ocean  of  Love  Divine;  which  firfl  drowns  us  in 
amazement,  then  lifts  us  into  triumph :  and  at  length, 
lands  us  (if  we  are  wife)  on  eternal  life.  But  too  many 
fwim  Only  on  the  furface  of  our  nature ;  like  a  feather, 
through  their  levity,  incapable  of  finking  to  thofe  folid, 
and  finning  advantages,  thofe  pearls  of  great  price  j 
thofe  great,  awakening,  andftronglyftimulatingmotivei 
to  virtue,  that  lie  below.  But  I  ihall  refume  this  fubjttf 
M  5  before 


250    THE  CENTAURS  RESTORATION 

before  I  clofe.  What  is  already  "faid,  is  enough  to  pro- 
duce that  good  effect  which  you  will  find  in  the  mar- 
vellous fcene,  which,  very  foon,  will  open  on  you. 


The    CENTAURS   RESTORATION 
to   HUMANITY. 

AT  prefent,  my  friend!  we  muft  quit  this  confe- 
crated,  for  enchanted,  ground  ;  as  you  will  foon, 
to  your  furprize  and  difgult,  perceive.  I  know  it  is 
not  to  your  tafte,  nor,  indeed,  to  my  own.  But  levity 
has  its  ufe,  when  perverfe  patients  wilfrefufe  what  is 
falutary,  if  conveyed  in  any  vehicle  lefs  agreeable  to 
their  vitiated  tafte ;  and  the  grave  reader,  who  naufeates 
it,  facrificcs  (through  too  great  delicacy)  to  mere  ap- 
pearances, the  fubftance  of  what  is  right. 

Thou  know^ft  that  our  Centaurs  can  fcarce  be  per- 
fuaded  that  they  are  not  dill  human  creatures  ;  though 
maechantur,  fcortanturt  adultcrantur,  diabolantur  (1  am 
forced  to  make  words  that  are  bad  enough  for  them)  ; 
and  not  fo  much  as  retain, 

— Veteris  vefligia  forma,  Ov. 

Are  they  not  (to  fpeak  with  reverence  in  the  language 
of  the  Prophet)  as  fed korfes  in  the  morning?  Do  they 
not  ajjemble  by  troops  in  ladies  boufes  ?  It  is  harlot  in  the 
original ;  and  fo  by  us  tranflated.  But  that  is  net  their 
only  objection  to  the  Scriptures.  Perhaps,  an  old  Ara- 
bian proverb  may  have  greater  authority  with  them. 
What  fays  it  ?  "  Let  him  that  would  be  fafe,  avoid 

"  feven 
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"  feven  things;  wafps,  fpiders,  hyaenas,  crocodiles, 
"  effs,  adders,  and  fine  women." 

Here,  then,  I  fhall  begin  my  exorcifm.  Its  words 
muft  be  ftrange  and  barbarous,  fuited  to  the  occafion. 
Let  not  your  ear,  my  friend,  be  fliocked  ;  but  liiten, 
and  wait  the  event. 

"  MAY  Lais,  Thais ,  Llmax,  Lupa,  Succuba,  S>ua- 
"  drantaria,  Ql>olaria,  Euriole,  Stbeniot  Meditfa,  Erin- 
"  nys,  Meg<era,  and  Tyfipbone — May  all  thefe,  and  all 
"fuck  ladies,  whether  fick  or  found,  high  or  low,  of 
"blood  and  title,  or  ditch  and  dunghill;  natives, 
"  foreign,  or  infernal — May  this  glorious  group  of 
"  Torri/mond's  angel?,  thefe  gorgons,  furies,  harpies, 
"  leaches,  fyrens,  centanr-making  fyrens !  paid,  or  un- 
"  paid,  keeping  or  kept,  on  fife  or  quenched  ;  genevaed 
"  or  citroned,  in  clofet  or  cellar,  in  tavern,  bagnio, 
"  brothel,  round-houfe,  bridewell,  or  newgate. — Oh  ! 
"  may  they  ceafe  from  this  hour,  to  fing  or  dance, 
"  fmile  or  frown,  pleafe  or  plague,  pray  or  fwear,  oor 
"  Britifh,  unbritifh  youth,  manhood,  and  age,  out  of 
"  their  fenfes,  health,  eftates,  reputation,  human  na- 
"  ture,  and  hope1)  of  heaven  ! 

"  And,  thefe  enchantrefles  laying  afide  their  fpells, 
<*  may  the  bewitched  of  Great  Britain  recover  their 
"  prijline  form,  as  Circe's  herd,  at  the  prayer  ofU/jfts. 
"  At  the  touch  of  my  diiinchantingpen,  may  they  leap 
««  out  of  their  hides  for  joy  ;  and  laying  hold  on  their 
*'  long-deferted  definition  of  man,  rea/on  and  t-ivp  legs, 
*'  walk  uprightly  for  the  Amjre." 

M  6  Rejoice 
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Rejoice  with  me,  my  friend  !  For  do  I  dream  ?  or 
didit  thou  not  obferve  ?  Didft  thou  not  hear? — Intonuit 
lavum.  As  the  dark  cloud  which  caufed  it  is  vanifhed, 
and  a  flood  of  light  rufhes  in  ;  fo  fhall  it  fare  with  them. 
I  fee  their  dawning  reafon  ;  I  fee  the  break  of  their  mo- 
ral day.  And  what  I  fee,  I  ihall  relate  ;  and  what  I  re- 
late, though  ftrange,  let  no  man  difbelieve. 

The  Centaurs  that  can  read,  on  perufal  of  The  Dig- 
rt'tty  of  Man,  are  ftung,  as  the  Trojan  horfe,  when  Lao- 
coon's  fpear  pierced  his  fide  ;  and  groan  as  deeply  as 
that,  when 

Infonuere  cava,  gemitumque  dedere  caverns,  Vi  RG. 
Moft  of  them  are  much  affected,  but  differently  ;  be- 
ing at  laft  fully  convinced  that  they  are  not  men.  One 
burns  his  Bolingbroke  ;  another  an  indecent  fong  :  this 
calls  in  his  bills,  pleading  privilege  no  more  :  that  be- 
fpeaks  a  pew  againft  the  next  quarter:  a  third  blames 
his  delay  ;  fwears  he  will  pray  direftly  ;  falls  on  his 
knees,  like  C^/ar's  horfe,  —  rifes  again,  with  a  figh, 
and  folemn  vow,  that  he  will  be  malter  of  his  Pater- 
itofter  before  to-morrow :  a  fourth  fubfcribes  all  his  gains 
by  falfe  dice  to  the  Foundling  Hofpital :  a  fifth  orders 
two  little  boys  to  fchool  immediately  ;  and  fends  ten 
guineas  to  their  mothers  in  bridewell :  a  fixth,  in  a 
flame  of  pious  zeal,  damns  a  fenfelefs  world  ;  and  un- 
^ertakes,  in  lefs  than  a  week,  to  demonftrate  that 
adultery  is  a  crime.  A  feventh,  £j?r. 

But  I  muft  not  triumph  too  much.     I  have  not  had 
equal  fuccefs  with  the  female-Centaurs.  From  a  natural 
y  of  temper,  and  habitual  averfion  to  change, 
a  they 
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they  come  but  flowly  into  my  wifhes.  But  to  make 
amends,  when  they  come,  they  come  with  a  vengeance, 
and  overlhoot  the  mark.  Mr.  W — ly  (whofe  converts 
fome  of  them  are)  tells  them,  that  they  ftand  not  up- 
right, unlefs  they  lean  a  little  backward ;  like  a  cro- 
fier,  or  like  themfelves,  when  they  coyly  refufe  a  falute : 
thus,  though  converted,  they  find  not  the  ftrait  line, 
but  ftand  fUll  a  little  bent — to  the  wrong. 

Befides,  of  my  male  converts,  I  have  fomewhat  to 
complain  :  for  fome,  tho'  changed  at  heart,  yet  awed" 
by  fafhion,  and  vain  of  being  ft.\\\Jine  men,  are  afhamed 
to  own  it ;  and  appear  to  be  fools  to  fave  their  ciedit. 
Thefe  hypocrites  in  vice,  thefe  moral  fops,  ridictiloufly 
good,  may  be  called  little  men  in  Centaurs  Ikins ;  or 
coward  virtue  in  mafquerade. 

And  worft  of  all,  of  fome  Centaurs  I  am  quite  in  de- 
fpair.  They  fly  my  pen,  and  will  not  be  touched  for  their 
diflemper.  But,  being  deep  ftung  by  worfe  than  the 
Tarantula,  run  mad  for  mufic,  and  dance  themfelves  to 
death.  Others,  with  Swift  (in  that  refped  a  Centaur 
himfelf )  look  on  the  noble  quadrupede  as  fuperior  to 
the  man.  Others,  on  the  contrary,  approve,  and  hear- 
tily wifh  a  reparation  to  humanity  :  but  are  carelefs, 
and  indolent.  They  would,  indeed,  if  a  daemon  was 
not  in  pofleflion,  they  would  be  good.  But  will  not  be 
at  the  trouble  of  bringing  a  writ  of  tjeflment,  tho'  So- 
phronius  proffers  to  draw  it  up  for  them.  The  lowed 
price  of  virtue  is  vigilance,  and  induftry  ;  and  if  ic 
cofts  us  no  more,  it  comes  very  cheap. 

As  for  thofe  that  are  truly  confcious  of  their  calamity, 
and  heartily  defirous  of  an  efcape,  mark  the  good  cffeft 

of 
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of  the  leaft  tendency  to  goodnefs ;  the  mighty  change, 
a  reiteration  of  the  human  figure  is  actually  begun. 
But  the  procefs  is  gradual ;  nature  advances,  never 
leaps.  They  became  not  centaurs  all  at  once. 

Nemo  repente  fuit  turpijjimus.  Juv. 

As  evil  habits,  which  occafioned  their  transforma- 
tion, were  gradually  contracted,  it  is  no  wonder,  that 
their  recovery  fii ould  prove  equally  gradual,  and  flow. 
One  fheds  a  mane,  another  drops  a.  tail ;  and  appears 
only  as  too  clofely  docked :  fome  wonder  to  fee  flender 
fingers  fprouting  thro'  hoofs  by  their  penitential  tears, 
mollified  inloflefh  :  fome,  like  dancing  dogs,  continue 
upright  fome  time  ;  but  tired  of  that  unnatural  re- 
ftraint,  drop  into  Centaurs  for  life.  So  dangerous  in 
moral  diftempers,  as  well  as  natural,  is  a  relapfe  :  fome 
quite  reftored,  yet  ftill  retain  fo  much  of  their  former 
nature,  .that  they  are  apt  to  trip,  if  a  Itrong  temptation, 
like  a  ftone,  or  cart-rut,  lies  acrofs  their  way  :  fome 
can  fcarce  be^eve  their  good  fortune,  and  fear  it  is  a 
dream.  Others,  too  fanguine,  cry  out,  brother!  to 
the  firft  man  they  fee  ;  who  ftarts  at  his  new  relation, 
with  a  hide  ftill  flicking  at  his  heels. 

What  a  loud  call  do  I  hear  among  them  for  things 
ftrange,  and  new  ?  For  dreffes  fuited  to  the  human  fhape; 
for  pleafures  fuited  to  the  human  mind;  for  bibles, 
prayer-books,  debt-books  ;  for  virtuous  conforts,  faith- 
ful friends,  and  fit  objects  of  charity  ;  for  rational  im- 
provement and  employments :  no  longer  for  Newmar- 
ket trappings  ;  but  for  human  ornaments.  This,  how- 
ever, where  the  Reftoratipn  is  complete.  Poor  Sudbury 

is 
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is  ftill  awkwardly  hopping  on  three  legs ;  while  others 
ftand  firmly  planted  on  half  four  :  one  of  whom,  more 
learned  than  the  reft,  cries  out : 

IlAiof  H///OU  'Wctv7of>  HES. 

The  reft  naturally  take  it  for  a  pious  thankfgiving, 
and  give  a  loud  Amen. 

They  that  are  quite  recovered,  arrayed  in  decent 
plain  apparel,  not  dappled  as  the  morning,  with  em- 
broidery, or  with  bee  all  over  lilted  like  the  beautiful 
Indian  afs,  call  a  council ;  and  their  firft  manly  refolu- 
tion  is  to  proclaim  peace  with  the  Lapith<?,  or  men  of 
virtue  ;  with  whom,  from  time  immemorial,  the  Cen- 
taurs have  been  at  war.  Chiron  bent  his  bow  againfl 
them :  but  of  war  various  has  been  the  fortune  between 
them;  till  within  this  laft  half  century,  the  Centaurs 
increafnig  both  in  numbers  and  boldnefs,  wearing 
frontlets  of  brafs  on  their  foreheads,  and  Horace's  ^E$ 
triplex  on  their  breads  ;  and  having  of  late  a  mighty 
giant  at  their  head,  whofe  quills,  more  fatal  than  the 
porcupine's,  threatened  a  thoufand  deaths  at  once,  they 
began  to  dream  of  nothing  lefs  than  victory  complete. 
Buttheprefentre-inforcement  of  their  enemies  will  turn 
the  fcale  againfl:  them.  I  i'a-y  re-inforcement ;  for  the 
next  ftep  my  converts  take,  is  to  lift  into  the  Lapithean 
fervice,  determined  to  meet  their  late  friends  in  no 
friendly  fort,  under  a  banner  with  this  motto, 

Quid  <verum,  atque  decens>  euro  &  rcgo,  &  omnis  in  bocfuvt. 

Which  promifes  victory  :  for  they  are  very  formidable 
foes,  who  have  had  the  fortitude  firit  to  conquer  them- 
felves, 

At 
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At  the  news  of  their  revolt  offended  VorrifmonJ, 
burning  for  revenge,  cries,  Ha,  ha,  fnuffs  the  battle 
from  afar, 

Colleftumque  premens  volvit  fub  narilus  ignem.    Vi  R . 

The  glory  of  his  noftrils  is  terrible.  And  ftill  more 
abundantly  his  heroic  choler  rifes  on  hearing  that  their 
firft  deflined  enterprize  is  againft  Bolingbrcke-<:sifi.\e ; 
That  delight  of  his  eyes,  and  defiance  of  his  foes :  For 
he  deems  it  impregnable ;  becaufe  it  is  moated  round 
with  Acheron,  and  its  afpiring,  proud  battlements 
threaten  heaven. 

This  caftle  was  built  out  of  the  various  ruins  of  many 
demolilhed  forts,  of  infidelity,  pompoufly  put  together, 
faced  over  with  a  material  more  mining  than  folid ;  and 
cemented  with  untempered  mortar.  Sopbronius  f  heads 
the  laudable  enterprize.  The  caftle  is  taken  as  was 
antient  Babylon.  He  firft  turns  the  general  ftream  of 
the  nation,  by  the  force  of  ftrong  and  folid  eloquence, 
into  a  new  channel,  as  Cyrus  did  the  river  Euphrates ; 
then  entering  the  caftle,  and  finding  the  garrifon  turn- 
ing things  facred  to  prophane  ufe,  and  drowned  in  de- 
bauch; obtains  a  fudden  and  complete  viftory  ;  but  is 
a  mofl  merciful  conqueror :  For,  inftead  of  putting 
any  to  death,  he  only  puts  the  moft  fenfible  of  them 
out  of  countenance:  And  to  their  own  darling  de- 
lights, and  boafted  glories,  inftead  of  the  gallics",  con- 
ctemns  them  for  life.  Obliging  then,  however,  in  ac- 
knowledgment of  his  clemency,  to  wear  yellovt 

f  An  excellent  wito  in  tLiMe»twwfy,  sv>w  ia  tie  pref*. 

cockades 
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cockades  imprefled  with  thefe  words,  "  Be  thoua  Cen- 
"  taur  /ill!"  The  bad  man's  choice  includes  his 
punifliment. 

The  fame  Sopbronius,  adorned  with  his  well-de- 
ferved  mural  crown,  refcues  the  character  of  a  late 
pious  and  learned  prelate,  which  the  Centaurs  boalted 
Achilles,  (who, 

Jura  negat  feli  nata,  nihil  non  arrogat,)       HOR. 

had  dragged,  like  Hefior's  body,  round  the  town  in 
the  dirt :  For  the  glory  of  Britain,  and  for  the  light 
and  emulation  of  pofterity,  I  fee  it  infcribed  on  a 
column  of  adamant;  with  a  Bolingbroke  coucbant  em- 
bofled  on  the  bafe ;  who  now  contributes  to  fupport 
(as  much  as  fuch  a  feeble  Atlas  can)  that  celeftial  cha- 
racter, which  he  lately  laboured  to  deftroy ;  proud  of 
his  uncircumcifed  rea/ca;  which  reafon,  notwithftand- 
ing  had  evidently  loft  its  authority  with  himfelf ;  For 
when  that  is  preferved,  fenfe  fubmits  to  reafon  ;  and 
when  fenfe  fubmits  to  reafon,  reafon  fubmits  to  the 
revealed  word  of  God.  And  (lince  fome  are  in  love 
with  words)  I  muft  obferve,  that  reafon  {looped  to 
revelation,  is  reafon  (till ;  only  reafon  more  reafon- 
able ;  and  its  great  hazard  of  error  is  all  that  it  ha* 
loft. 

And  now,  my  friend  !  what  fhall  I  fay  on  this  happy 
revolution  ?  Shall  I  not  out-boaft  Augujius  ?  He  faid  of 
Rome,  Latericeam  invent,  marmoream  reliqui.  I,  of  Lon- 
don, Invent  equinam,  reliqui  kumanam, 

Nothing  remains  but  to  cleanfe  the  no\v-deferted^<j- 
Hes,  and  to  render  them  fit  for  human  ufe ;  and  to  per- 

fuade 
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fuade  the  me-grooms,  who  kept  them,  into  fome  more 
decent,  and  lefs  diabolical,  courfe  of  life ;  efpecially 
my  patronefs ;  who  for  the  honour  (as  fhe  calls  it)  of 
my  Dedication,  has  promifed  to  give  into  my  fuper- 
flition  ;  and  to  play  fair,  at  lealt  on  Sundays,  and  learn 
her  Catechifm,  when  the  mafquerades,  for  the  feafon, 
are  over:  Which,  out  of  an  unfurmountable  regard 
for  the  firft,  and  moft  amorous,  and  moftmufical,  fon, 
Chiron,  Ihe  confeffes  ingenuoufly,  fhe  cannot  forbear. 
For  ladies  love  a  Centaur  ftill. 

The  DIGNITY  of  MAN  Refumed. 

IT  is  high  time,  my  friend  !  to  quit  this  fairy  land, 
of  which,  I  know,  you  are  heartily  tired  ;  and  to 
perform  my  promife  in  refuming  The  Dignity  of  Man  ; 
a  theme  which  my  heart  affects,  and  which  your  con- 
duct in  fome  meafure,  infpires.  And  who  can  think 
of  it,  unimproved  ?  He  who  thinks  of  his  Dignity, 
nfcefiarily  thinks  of  his  God:  And  he  who  values  his 
Dignity,  as  neceffarily  worfhips  and  obeys  Him.  In 
a  due  fenfe,  therefore,  of  human  Dignity,  our  endan- 
gered virtue  finds  her  moft  powerful  guard. 

Think  you  that  I  have  carried  the  Dignity  of  Man 
too  high  ?  vSpare  the  facred  page.  "  There,  one  of 
"  Adam's  feed  converfes  face  to  face  with  his  Creator. 
"  Another  is  called  his  friend.  He  who  made  the 
"  worlds  delights  to  be  called  the  fon  of  a  third.  He 
"  who  made  the  worlds  even  died  for  the  meaneft  of 
tc  men.  The  meaneft  of  men  has  it  within  his  power 
*'  to  be  an  heir  of  the  moft  mighty  God,  and  a  joint- 

"  heir 
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*'  heir  with  the  moil  bit-fled  Jefus."  Abfolves  not 
this  the  boldeft  flroke  of  my  pen  ?  What  can  raife  oar 
felf-eftimation  fo  high,  what  can  aggrandize  human 
nature  fo  much  as  this  ? 

In  heaven's  great,  and  ccnftant  effort  for  our  wel- 
fare, is  capitally  written  the  Dignity  of  Mr.n.  That  is 
a  key  to  the  moral  world,  and  opens,  and  explains  the 
reafon  of  all  God's  otherwife  myiterious,  conduct  in  it. 
Every  ftep  of  which  is  evidently  calculated  for  man's 
prefent,  or  future,  felicity  ;  or  both.  The  long  mining 
feries,  the  golden  chain  of  all  God's  marvellous  acls, 
from  the  beginning  to  the  clofe  of  time,  fpeaks  his 
uninterrupted  regard  for  human  nature  ;  and  what  can 
more  loudly  proclaim  human  Dignity  than  this  ?  O  let 
it  not  be  faid,  that  Man's  Dignity  is  declared  by  all 
things,  but  the  manners  of  man  ! 

As  diltant  as  they  may  be  thought  by  the  thoughtlefa, 
heaven  and  earth  are  fo  near  together,  fo  fhot  (as  it  were) 
into  one  another,  that  good  men  are  truly  foreigners  on 
earth ;  have  their  converfation  in  heaven  ;  are  fellow  citi- 
zens nuith  the  faints,  and  of  the  boil/hold  of  God.  To  fpeak 
alhilively  to  the  patriarchal  vifion,  good  men  are  an- 
gels ;  or.ly,  as  yet,  at  the  bottom  of  the  ladder,  and 
fome  angels  are  only  men  made  perfedl,  at  the  "top  of  it. 
As  a  man  from  an  embryo,  fo  differs  an  angel  from  a 
man;  what  one  is,  the  other  foon  (hall  be.  Since  this  is  the 
cafe  (and  a  mod  glorious  cafe  it  is),  andfmce  by  fuch 
multitudes  it  is  cither  not  confidered,  or  not  known  ; 

Ofcrtuaafinimiufft)  bonafifua  nontnt  !     VJRG. 

would 
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would  be   no  needlefs   memorandum,    or  improper 
Biotto,  for  all  mankind. 

But  you  ftill  have  your  objeftion  on  the  whole— ^. 
"  Will  not  raifing  fo  high,  and  dwelling  fo  long  on 
"  the  Dignity  of  Man,  occafion  pride  ?"  No  ;  on  the 
reverfe,  a  due  fenfe  of  it  will  neceffitate  humility. 
Pride  fprings  from  a  conceit,  which  an  individual  has 
of  his  fuperiority  over  fome  others  of  the  fame  fpecies. 
The  Dignity  I  fpeak  of  is  equally  the  Dignity  of  all 
men  ;  and  what  levels,  cannot  exalt.  It  will  necejfitate 
humility;  becaufe  without  that,  it  cannot  preferve 
itfelf ;  our  native  Dignity  will  die  in  the  refult.  A» 
for  that  Dignity  which  occafions  your  objection,  we 
have,  I  confefs,  too  much  of  it.  We  have  in  abundance 
what  may  be  called  lunar  great  men.  Men  in  them- 
felves  opaque,  who  borrow  beams  from  their  circnm- 
ftances,  or  fituation  ;  which  beams  they  (hew,  like  the 
moon,  by  night :  I  mean,  when  ignorance  prevails ; 
then  the  darkened  underftandings  of  their  admirera 
give  them  leave  to  fiiine. 

Thefe  lunar  grandees  have  generally  many  little  fur- 
rounding  fatellites,  that  help,  by  their  adulations,  to 
gild  their  opacity.  But  of  fuch  great  men,  who  arc 
forced  to  ajjume  (as  men  muft  plunder,  who  would  be 
gainers  where  nothing  is  due),  it  muft  be  faid,  that  the 
greateft  of  them  would  be  greater  ftill,  if  they  would 
only  pleafe  to  be  a  little  lefs. 

They  only  have  /o/ar,  or  felf-born,  light,  who  live 
op  to  the  Dignity  of  their  nature.  The  light  is  not 
only  their  own,  and  illuftrious;  but  inextinguifhable, 

and 


MAN    Refumed.  261 

a  ad  eternal.  Thefe,  as  they  are  the  greateft,  are  alfo 
the  moft  humble,  of  mankind.  For  they  well  know, 
that  our  grandeur  is  to  be  looked  for  in  the  love  of 
God,  not  in  the  merit  of  man.  And  therefore  they  fet 
it  down  as  a  maxim  (and  a  maxim  moft  true,  and  ufeful 
it  is),  "  No  man  ever  thought  too  highly  of  his  nature, 
"  or  too  meanly  of  himfelf." 

Here  would  I  ceafe.  But  how  hard  to  get  loofe  from, 
this  ever-teeming,  all-important,  and  inexhauftible, 
theme  ?  It  fills  with  ferene  joy  the  fuperior  region  of  the 
foul ;  and  denies  entrance  to  the  clouds  and  ftorms  of 
worldly  perturbation,  and  care.  Such  the  height  of  its 
joy,  that  mufic,  and  wine,  leave  the  raifed  hearts  of 
our  fons  of  delight,  far,  far,  below.  And  yet  how 
is  this  glorious  fubje&in  moft  minds,  by  the  love  of  the 
world,  clofe  compreffed,  and  folded  up,  as  an  oak  in 
an  acorn,  or  a  man  in  the  womb  i  To  develope,  and 
expand  it,  how  great  my  defire  ?~  In  which  of  its  thou- 
fand  fhining  lights  mall  I  fet  it,  for  our  final  contem- 
plation of  its  mighty  moment  to  man. 

Man  is  the  moft  noble  ftudy  of  man.  Let  him  circle 
the  globe,  let  him  iraverfe  the  Ikies  j  and  then,  for 
fomething  more  worthy  his  notice,  and  admiration,  re- 
turn to  himfelf.  To  himfelf  he  is  a  theatre  immenfe  : 
And  was  reputed  fuch,  when  that  theatre  had  much  lef* 
to  exhibit,  than,  at  prefent,  it  can  boaft;  and  when  it 
was  but  faintly  illuminated  with  the  glimmering  beams 
of  far  more  feeble  lights.  The  fo-renowned  Know  thy 
/elf,  was  nothing  but  a  precept  enjoining  a  clofe  infpec- 
tion  and  furvey  of  this  theatre;  yet  that  precept,  as  to 
its  Author,  was  held  divine ;  and  as  to  its  practice,  the 

fupreme 
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fupreme  wifdom  of  man.  That  precept  is  now  exalted 
into  an  aweful  command  from  heaven;  and  that  theatre 
is  confecrated  into  a  venerable  temple  ;  a  temple  of  the 
Holy  Spirit. 

As  in  feme  pieces  of  perfpeftive,  by  the  prefTure  of 
the  eye,  fo  in  this  tempi. ,  by  the  preffure,  or  perfever- 
ance  of  thought,  the  magnificent  profpeft  is  opened, 
and  aggrandized,  ftiii  more  ai-.J  more;  and  opening  dif- 
covers  the  full  Dignit  of  Man.  In  what  does  that  con- 
fid  ?  In  the  m^r-  .llous  things  the  Almighty  has  done, 
and  defigned,  for  him.  And  if  fo,  this  furvey  gives  at 
once  the  greatcft  --virtue,  and  the  greatefl  bhjjtng>  of  life. 
For  who  can  fee  thofe  marvellous  things  without  an  ar- 
dent Iwe  cfGod,  which  is  the  fupreme  virtue  of  man  ? 
And  who  can  refuel  on  fuchindulgencepaft,  without  an 
abjolute  trujl  mfucb  a  friend  for  the  future  ;  which  of 
roan  is  the  Supreme  Bleffing  ? 

•  But  this  bieffing,  and  this  virtue,  this  glory,  and  com- 
fort of  life,  is  loll  to  thofe  to  whom  this  temple  is  mat. 
And  it  is  fhut  to  the  carelefs  and  ignorant ;  to  theflotn- 
ful,andunawakened,  in  the  moft  illuftrious  theory  of  the 
Chriilian  religion.  If  therefore  fuch  men,  in  what  has 
been  advanced,  (hall  find  any  thing  like  a  key  to  this 
yet  unopened  temple  ;  and  (hall  enter  its  facred,  and 
furprifing  recedes,  and  read  the  wonders  of  Divine  Love 
in  it ;  that  is,  in  themfelves,  in  their  own  condition,  and 
profpefts ;  if  they  (hall  fee,  and  contemplate,  the  three 
Perfons  of  the  Godhead,  before  creation,  affuming,  and 
through  time's  whole  length,  exercifing,  their  feparate 
parts,  and  provinces  of  Philanthropy ;  and  (hall  behold 
an  innumerable  flight  of  angels  for  ever  on  the  wing  to 
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receive  their  commands,  and  fpeed  away,  on  various 
difpatches,  for  the  temporal,  and  eternal,  welfare  of 
man — How  mould  I  rejoice  ?  For  fuch  a  key  would  be 
next  in  value  to  the  key  of  heaven.  It  opens  the  porch, 
the  preliminary  fccne  to  it.  Therefore  have  I  kept  it 
on  the  anvil  io  long  ;  and  yet  howTJnfinimed  at  laft  ? 
May  ibinemafter-handaccomplifti,  and  multitudes  open 
the  yet  abfolutcly  unknown  fcene  of  their  own  nacure, 
and  bleffed  deftination,  with  it. 

And  no,1  my  fiiend,  tell  me,  how  muft  his  love  of 
glory  fail ;  how  mull  his  ambition  creep,  who,  after  the 
ftrong  infpiratk'n  of  fuc;.  a  view  as  this,  miferably  con- 
fines it  beneath  the  fun  ?  Confider  this  view,  and  fee 
how  high  human  nature  may  foar  ;  then  look  down  on 
the  Centaur,  and  fee  (if  thou  canft  bear  the  fight)  how 
low  the  ions  of  heaven  may  fall  ?  Shall  a  being  whofe 
interefts  fpread  fo  wide  as  to  take  in  both  ends  of  the 
creation  ;  {hall  a  being  deeply  concerned  in  what  was 
done  in  the  days  ofj4daw,a.nd  more  deeply  ilill,  in  what 
fhall  be  done  in  the  great  day  of  confummation  ;  mail 
fuch  an  expanfive,  and  far-interefted,  being,  with,  the 
moil  fordid,  and  defpicable,  felf-denial,  and  the  mod 
inconceivably  criminal  Poverty  of  Spirit,  imprifon  his 
ftifled  thought,  and  nail  down  his  little  heart  to  the  nar- 
row fpan  of  this  prefent  life  !  God  forbid.  If  there  is 
the  leaft  fenfe  of  Dignity,  or  fear  of  mame ;  the  leaft 
fpark  of  Man,  alive,  let  us  confider  that  we  ;.re  not  only 

the  favourites,  but  the  fons  too,  of  heaven,  and  obey, 
in  this  our  voyage  of  humanilife,  as  ^Eneas  in  his  from 

Troy,  the  Delian  oracle, 

Antiquam  ex$ uiritt  matrcm,  VIRC. 

But 
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But  our  overwhelming  ftiame,  and  almoft  incurable 
mifery,  is,  that  we  are  fo  carnalized  by  our  lufts,  that 
our  heavenly  *  mother,  in  our  efteem,  has  no  bleffing 
for  us  ;  that  a  ^/r//aa/ Paradife,  is  no  Paradife ;  that 
it  is  a  Paradife  we  wifh  loft  ;  one  from  which  we  defire 
to  fall ;  and  to  wallow,  Epicuri  de  grege  porci  in  our 
beloved  mire.  And  yet  what  is  this  fpot  of  earth  which 
fo  fwallows  us  up,  and  in  its  gulph  of  obfcenities  ex- 
tinguimes  our  love  of  heaven  ?  Its  enchantment  is  very 
mort.  A  few  days,  a  few  hours,  may  make  us  as  wife 
as  Solomon.  For  reft  aflured,  earth's  ranked  idolater, 
who  now,  perhaps,  injour  flourimingfchool  of  infidelity, 
thinks  a  wifer  than  Solomen  is  here,  will,  at  the  clofe 
of  life,  in  his  aching  heart,  afk  Solomons  pardon  for  not 
believing  him  before. 

I  believe  that  wife,  and  experienced  prince,  whofe 
wifdomand  experience  wasdefigned  to  fpare future  ages 
their  own  fatal  experience  in  folly  ;  and,  clofing  with 
his  lajl  fentiment,  the  fum  of  his  Divine  Philofophy, 
affirm,  that  many  a  philofopher  may  juftly  be  reputed 
•  fool ;  that  as  there  is  but  one  God,  one  Trial,  one 
great  Tribunal,  one  Salvation ;  fo  there  is  but  one  Wif- 
dom  ;  that  all  which,  devoid  oftbat,  afiumes  the  name, 
is  but  folly  of  different  colours,  and  degrees ;  gay, 
grave,  wealthy,  lettered,  domeftic,  political,  civil,  mi- 
litary, reclufe,  oftcntatious,  humble,  or  triumphant ; 
and  is  fo  called  in  the  language  of  angels,  in  the  fole- 
authentic,  and  unalterable  ftyle  of  eternity. 

That  awful  word  infpires  ;  and  awakens  ideas  that 
flept  before  j  it  points  to  heaven  j  and  mews  me  where 

*  Gal.  iv,  26, 

J  fail. 


MAN    Refumed.  265 

ffail. — Though  ftudious  todo  it juftice,  I  havewronged 
my  theme.  And  wronged  it  much.  Somewhat  more 
is  wanting  to  confummate,  and  crown,  the  Dignity  of 
Man.  What  have  I  advanced  ?.  "  That  man  is  near  to 
"  the  blefled  angels?"  Is  he  not  more  ? — Yes,  moll 
adorable  Jefus !  man  is  more  ;  much  more.  O  whither 
doft  Thou  call  me  ?  Whither  doft  Thou  tranfport  afto- 
riftied  human  thought  ?  I  fcarce  dare  look  up  to  the 
fummit  of  fuch  flupendous  love.  Leave  I  not  cherubim 
and  feraphim  below  ?  Ye  firft-born  of  light !  ye  thrones  I 
dominions',  principalities!  and  pow'rs  !  What  do  I  be- 
hold ?  How  awed,  and  how  raptured  ;  with  what  pro- 
llration  of  heart,  what  elevation  of  joy,  from  this  remote 
region,  this  lowefl  vale  of  the  creation,  this  land  of 
darknefs,  and  fhadow  of  death,  look  I  up  through  in- 
cumbent clouds  of  mlfery  and  fin,  and  behold — a  Man 
in  heaven  !  In  the  higheft  heaven  !  In  union  with  the 
Moft  High  !  In  union  with  your  mofl;  adored,  and  eter- 
nal King  !  And  fo  throned  in  authority,  to_yo«  fo  fupe- 
rior  in  power,  as  to  make  ceafelefs  interceflion  for  the 
ftl\  of  mankind;  not  for  tbo/e  whofe  fall  left  feats  empty 
in  heaven  :  Oh  aid  me  \v\\\\yottr  language,  with  words 
more  than  human  to  praife  Him  !  that  Advocate  un« 
jvcaried  for  his  relations  (proud  language  !)  for  his 
earth-born  relations,  and  fiiends,  below. 

Ts  not  this  almnft  too  much  for  human  modefty  to 
mention  ?  For  human  frailty  to  credit  ?  For  human  cor- 
ruption to  admit r — But  is  it  not  alfofar  too  much  for 
human  gratitude  to  leave  unproclaimed,  unrefounded, 
unadored  ?  /  go  to  my  Father,  and  your  Father,  to  tnj 
C»W>  and  y  cur  God.  What  heart-fubduing,  thought- 
overwhelming,  man-exalting,  words  are  thcfe  i  What 

VOL.  IV.  N  a» 
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an'amaxing,  I  had  almofl  faid  levelling,  condefceirfio» 
•of  the  Deity !  What  an  amazing,  I  had  almofl  faid 
what  a  deifying^  fublimation  of  man ! 

O  hie/Ted  rex'elation !  that  opens  fuch  wonders.  O 
dreadful  revelation  !  if  it  opens  them  in  vain.  And 
are  there  thofe  with  whom  they  go  for  nought  ?  Strange 
men !  in  pofleffion  of  a  bleffing,  the-bare  hopes  of  which 
fupported  the  fpirits  of  the  wife,  for  four  thoufand  years, 
under  all  the  calamities  of  life,  and  terrors  of  death; 
and  know  they  not  that  it  is  in  their  hands  ?  Or  know- 
ing, caft  it  away  as  of  no  value  ?  A  bleffing,  the  very 
fhadow  of  which  made  the  body  of  the  Patriarchal,  and 
Jewifh  religion !  A  bleffing,  after  which  the  whole  earth 
panted,  as  the  hart  for  the  water-brooks  !  A  bleffing  on 
which  the  heavenly  hoft  were  fent  to  congratulate  man- 
kind ;  and  fing  the  glad  tidings  into  their  tranfported 
hearts !  A  bleffing,  which  was  more  than  an  equivalent 
for  Paradife  loft !  And  is  this  bleffing  declined,  rejefted, 
exploded,  defpifed,  ridiculed  ?  O  unhappy  men  I— 
The  frailty  of  man  is  almoft  as  inccmprehcniible  as  the 
mercies  of  God. 

Who  then  can  inculcate  too  much  the  Dignity  of 
Man  ?  For  what  equally  to  a  due  fenfe  of  it  can  infpire  » 
.a  contempt  of  the  world,  a  fondnefs  for  which  occaiions 
the  madnefs  I  deplore?  Indeed  a  due  fenfe  of  it,  evi- 
dently, includes  the  whole  of  our  duty.  It  infpires  high, 
veneration,  and  great  gratitude,  to  GOD,  who  gave  it  j 
it  infpires  a  reverence  for  ourfelves,  which  is  of  utmoit 
moment  to  our  charafter  and  peace ;  and  it  infpires  a 
proper  regard  for  all  mankind,  as  equal  fliarers  in  it : 
t  Whick 
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Which  regard  would  prevent  infinite  mifchief;    and 
banifh  half  the  miferies  of  life. 

This,  its  univerfal  ufe,  its  nature  fo  pregnant  of  good 
eiFe&s,  determined  me  to  the  choice  of  this  too  much 
negleded  fubjedt.  And  perhaps,  I  have  now  fet  it  in 
the  ftrongeft  light.  But  if  not ;  its  importance  is  fuch 
that  it  mould  be  fet  in  all  lights,  and  from  every  point 
that  imagination  can  fuggeft,  and  reafon  authorize, 
ftrike,  if  poffible,  the  degenerate,  deeply-funk,  andever- 
groveling,  human  heart.  He  that  looks  not  on  man  U 
the  light  above,  or  fome  light  fimilar,  and  equivalent, 
knows  not  himfelf ;  is  a  perfecl  ftranger  at  home ;  his 
heart  wandern  an  exile  from  his  deftined  felicity;  he  de- 
prives himfelf  of  the  powerful  impulfe  which  he  fo  much 
•wants,  and  which  nature  denies,  and  which  revelation 
defigned  him,  for  his  more  vigorous  advance  in  virtue 
here :  and  his  more  fubHme  afcent  in  glory  hereafter : 
Which  two  are  the  whole  of  his  happinefs ;  all  the 
reft  is  extrinfic,  precarious,  tranllent,  and,  inevitably, 
mortal. 

And  who  will  dare  fay,  that  he  who  declines,  or  falk 
•from  the  noble,  and  elevating  object  of  contemplation 
above-mentioned,  and  the  glorious  hopes  it  infpires, 
into  the  barren  field  of  amufement,  and  trifle ;  or  into 
the  beftial  abyfs  of  a  few  years  debauch,  for  his  portion; 
who  will  dare  affirm,  that  fuch  a  wretch  differs  not  as 
much  in  reafon,  and  happinefs,  from  the  true Chriftian, 
as  a  quadruped  differs,  in  form,  from  a  man  ?  It  is  not 
form,  but  manners,  which  make  humanity.  The  mould 
in  which  we  are  caft,  only  fays  what  we  Jhould  be\  no« 
thing  but  our  conduct  tells  us  what  ivc  are.  What 
N  2  wetches 


268  THE  DIGNITY   OF 

wretches  are  they  who  contradicl  their  figure ;  and  ac- 
cufe  nature  of  having  fet  a  wrong  (lamp  on  their  lying 
clay  ?  The  mod  defpicable  and  deplorable  being  under 
heaven  is  a  Pagan  in  a  Chriflian  land.  He  is  like  a 
rank  growth  of  poifon  in  Paradife.  He  confines  that 
thought  which  fhould  fet  out  at  the  creation,  and  travel 
down  with  wonder  and  adoration ,  at  every  ftep,  through 
the  countlefs  mercies  and  miracles  of  God  for  man,  into 
nature's  final  diflblution ;  and  thence  launch  for  a  never- 
ending  voyage  in  a  blefled  Eternity, —  to  the  nothing  of 
threefcore  years ;  and  the  wretched  means  of  annihi- 
lating that  nothing,  of  contracting  that  fpan  ;  luftex- 
haufts,  luxury  overwhelms,  and,  by  heaping  on  fuel, 
quite  puts  out  the  fire. 

"Where  is  that  Z>  V«//y  which  reafon  exa&s,  and  which 
revelation  exalts,  in  man  ?  In  what  I  have  faid  on  that 
fubjedt,  I  have,  I  think,  done  more  to  our  purpofe,  than 
he  who  meafures  the  heavens,  and  numbers  the  itars.  I 
have  taken  (as  I  conceive)  the  true  meafure  of  Man. 
That  extenfive  meafure  riiing  above  the  fk'.es,  which 
the  Centaur  dwarfs  down  to  the  fcanty  fpan  of  the 
brute  creation,  to  the  bcjiia  triumphant i ;  and  making 
(might  Ifofpeak)  a  dunghill  of  our  condition,  with  the 
<ock  in  the  table,  fjr  a  grain  of  fenfuality,  fpurns  the 
jewel  away ;  the  powers  angelic,  the  radiant  beams  of 
the  divinity,  in  the  tt-ui  Yl.«n. 

•  ButwMlelcoBteupluic  his  grandeur  (fo  mixtour  na- 
ture, ff  gr-'it,  ..-."'.  lit-1.  •.  >  V-an),  I  fed  his  weakneis : 
In  mi^d,  an  1  r-- r  •  .bines— Pain,  this 

?nfr,-.    '  f  what  I  had  pro- 

,-    .  ;:ay,  my  leave 

of 
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of  him  I  love.  —I  take  a  folemn,  bec&ufe,  perhaps,  a 
final,  leave.  It  is,  at  leaft,  poffible,  we  fiftay  meet  no 
more.  No  more  in  this  foreign  land  ;  in  this  gloomy 
apartment  of  the  boundlefs  univerfe  of  God. 

O  Thou  !  the  lad,  and  ftrongeft  hold  that  earth  has 
on  me  !  my  friend  in  Jefus  Chriit !  my  rival  in  immortal 
hope!  and  my  companion  (I  truft)  for  eternity  !  come 
to  my  bofom  :  Though  fo  far  remote,  I  take  thee  to  my 
heart.  Souls  fuffer  no  feparation  from  obftru&ion  of 
matter,  ordinance  of  place;  oceans  may  roll  between 
us,  and  climates  interpofe,  in  v~in.  The  whole  mate- 
rial creation  is  no  bar  to  the  winged  mind.  Farewel. — 
Through  boundlefs  ages,  fare  thou  well.  The  Dignity 
of  Man,  and  bleffing  of  heaven,  be  with  thee!  The 
broad  hand  of  the  Almighty  cover  thee :  May'ft  thou 
ihine,  when  the  fun  is  quenched  !  May'ft  thou  live,  and 
triumph,  when  time  expires  ! 

This  cordial  duty  done,  this  human  debt  difchargid, 
jny  mind  is  eafed,  my  fpirits  revive;  my  pain  is  lefs. 
And  when  this  endlefs  letter  is  ended,  I  mall  drop  thee 
for  the  prefent ;  and  this  idle  pen,  and  an  idler  world 
(that  other  feather  in  the  fcale  of  eternity)  for  ever.  He 
that  drops  the  world,  before  that  drops  him,  he  only 
knows  its  real  value;  and  the  value  of  his  own  foul. 
And  whatever  the  gaiety  of  the  world  pretends  to,  he 
only  can  have  a  folid,  permanent,  and  uninterrupted  joy 
of  heart,  who  builds  it  on  the  rock;  on  hope  of  th« 
Divine  Mercy.  Give  a  man  the  world,  and  give  him  no 
more;  and  his  happinefs  is  at  an  end :  The  human  heart 
will  ncceflarily  feel  a  futurity,  through  all  the  fuper- 
abundar.ce  earth  can  heap  on  it :  Nothing  can  poffibJy 
N  3  give 
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five  it  a  peace  independent  of  an  hereafter :  That  point 
®f  view  in  his  creation, 'that  purchafe  of  blood  in  his. 
redemption,  and  yet  in  human  conduct,  that  ever  neg- 
lected All  of  man. 

A  Ik  the  laft  bill  of  mortality  j.  aflc.  pleafure's  or  ambi- 
tion's triumph  moft  triumphant,  what  is  human  life  ? 
Knowledge  of  the  world  recommends  recefs;  knowledge 
of  life  reconciles  to  the  grave.  Few  fufliciently  confider 
how  great  mercy  is  implied  in  the  grant  of  death.  With 
a  heart  quite  difengaged,  its  cable  cut,  imploring  a 
fmooth  pa/Tage,  and  gentle  gale,  bound  for  that  port 
whence  none  returns,  1  wait  the  mighty  MASTER'S  call: 
That  call  irreMible,  which  every  moment  mould  ex- 
peel  ;  which  every  fool  forgets ;  every  knave  dreads ; 
•very  wife  man  welcomes  j  and  every  monarch  obeys. 

And  yet,  my  friend,  fome  of  our  few  coaevals  clof« 
not  altogether  with  this  way  of  thinking  ;  but  rather 
feem  to  judge,  that  fome  little  degree  of  precipitation 
may  be  laid  to  its  charge.  As  the  dial  knows  not  the 
hour  it  points  out ;  fo  they,  by  their  infirmities  and  de- 
cays, difcover  their  time  of  day  to  all,  but  themfelves. 
Their  defires  grow  ftronger  as  enjoyments  grow  more 
-coy.  It  is  fomewhat  to  be  feared,  that  their  hearts  gra- 
vitate, almoft  as  much  as  their  fcarce-animated  clay ; 
and  take  but  few,  and  feeble  flights  above  the  level  of 
the  world  ;  though  very  excellent  things  are  fpoken  of 
thee,  Thou  welcome  Haven  of  Eternal  Reft  !  Thou 
delightful  Region  of  inextinguifhableLove !  Thou  great 
Goal  of  Perfection  !  Thou  bright  Meridian  of  Glory  ! 
Thou  boundlefs  Ocean  of  unrelenting  Pleafure!  Thou 
City  of  God ! 

And, 
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And  Is  man  invited  to  this  fullnefs  of  fruition  f  And 
is  mznimportunedio  partake  theglories  of  the  Almighty? 
—He  that  weighs  not  well  this  tranfce'ndent  height  of 
Love  Divine,  is  far  from  being  able  to  comprehend  the 
terrible  depth  of  human  guilt.  And  what  guilt  fo  deep> 
as  that  of  a  baptized  infidel  ?  A  rank  heathen  rifing  out 
of  the  facred  font,  is  rea/ov's  greateft  fhock,  the  deepeft 
wound  of  reclitude,  the  blackeft  brand  of  earth,  the 
figh  of  angels,  a  fecond  fpear  in  the  fide  of  the  moil 
Blefled  Jefus,  and  the  fupreme  triumph  of  the  foe  to 
God,  and  Man. 

Moft  gracious  God  !  in  happinefi  and'  dignity,  ho\fr 
widely  diftant  is  man  from  man  ?  In  both,  what  an  im- 
menfe  fuperiority  has  the  pious  believer  ?  Scarce  feems 
of  the  fame  fpecies  the  believing,  and  apoftate,  world. 
To  the/r/?,  how  juftly  may  we  cry  out,  O  ye  happy 
fons  of  the  fallen  Adam  !  wh-.  re  is  the  damage  you  re- 
ceived from  your  father's  fall  ?  Where  are  the  once  la- 
menting miferies  of  life;  where  are  the  once  unfur- 
mountable  terrors  of  death,  fled  ?  I  difcern  the  Dignity 
of  man,  when  his  carcafe  is  in  the  daft.  I  congratulate 
his,  happinefs  while  the  worm  is  feafting  on  him.  Re- 
joice, O  ye  dead !  exult  and  fing,  ye  dark  inhabitants 
of  the  grave  !  For  do  I  not  behold,  even  in  the  grave, 
the  comfort  of  heaven;  when,  with  an  eye  of  Chriftian- 
faith,  in  heaven  I  behold  a  Man  ?  The  Man  Chrift  Je- 
fus ?  And  with  tranfport,  and  adoration  let  me  refound 
the  lofty  language  of  the  prophet, — A  man  the  fellow 
oftkf  Almighty  \. 

f   Zachar.  c.  xtii.  7, 
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AN  D  now,  my  friend !  let  us  confider  how  deplor- 
ably wretched  is  that  man  amongft  us,  who  is 
deaf  to  futb  a  voice,  and  blind  to  fuck  a  fight !  And 
how  criminally  wretched  is  he,  if  he  voluntarily  declines 
them  ?  If  he  voluntarily  recals  the  fufpended  curfe;  ob- 
flinately  prefents  difarmed  death  with  his  mortal  fling 
again  ;  and  pours  out,  in  his  diflra&ion,  all  the  phials 
of  its  original  bitternefs  on  the  days,  how  difmal  and 
unredeemed,  of  an  apoftate  human  life?  What  a  for- 
midable revelation  does  fuch  a  man  befpeak  in  lieu  of 
that  which  brought  pardon  and  peace?  What  a  revela- 
tion of  KQ  glad  tidings  awaits  him,  when  his  now-involv- 
ing cloud  breaks,  and  truth  thunders  on  the  dreadfully 
illumined  foul,  at  the  no-diflant  hour  of  death? 

It  is,  indeed,  in  man's  option,  which  of  thefe  rt-vtta~ 
tions  he  will  admit  (onehe  mull)  ;  but  it  is  not  in  nan's 
wifdom  to  make  the  leaft  apology  for  a  wrong  option 
in  fo  plain  and  important  a  point.  A  point  how  plain? 
J  (hall  here  juft  touch  on  a  fingle  proof  of  the  truth  of 
Chriljianity,  which  renders  any  further  proof,  among 
proofs  innumerable,  unneceffary  with  me,  to  create 
and  fupport  our  Chriiiian  faith. 

Every  thing  in  the  natural  world  is  a  proof  of  a  God  ; 
and  almoil  every  thing  in  the  moral  woild  is  a  proof  of 
a  revelation.  As,  in  .the  material  univerfc,  all  exadly 
corrcfponds  with  the  previous  ideas  of  it  in  the  Divine 
Mind  ;  and  in  a  fubftantial  copy  renders  legible  to  man 
its  invifibk  pattern,  in  the  thought  of  the  Almighty  ; 

fo 
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fo  a  complete  hiilory  of  mankind  (if  fuch  could  be  had) 
would  be  little  more  than  the  fame  Almighty's/rc/^/V 
word  in  Scripture,  materialized  into  faft.  The  prophets 
are  more  accurate  and  authentic  hiftorians  of  the  future 
than  the  moft  happy  genius,  uninfpired,  can  poflibly  be 
of  the  pajl.  And  want  we  miracles  for  our  convidlion  ? 
The  feries  of  Scripture  prophecies  accomplifhed,  is  the 
moft  ftriking  of  miracles :  It  is  a  miracle  not  expiring 
in  a  tranfient  aft  !  but  of  gceat  longevity,  perfifting  in, 
a  perpetual  increafing  weight  and  validity,  through  the 
protra&ed  courfe  of  many  thoufand  years.  It  is  a  liv- 
ing, growing,  permanent,  paramount,  miracle,  lighted 
up  as  a  lamp  of  illumination  for  all  ages  ;  that  all  able 
to  fee,  might  be  quite  unable  to  disbelieve  ;  quite  un- 
able to  retain  reafon,  and,  at  the  fame  time,  renounce 
belief.  For  if  the  Scripture  prophecies  are  fulfilled,  the 
Scripture  is  the  word  of  God  ;  and  if  the  Scripture  is 
the  word  of  God,  Chriftianity  cannot  be  falfe.  Shall 
we  rejedl  it  as  falfe,  when,  in  the  prefcnt  fate  of  almcft 
all  nations,  we  are  furrounded,  and  condemned,  by  a 
full  ocular  demonftration  of  its  being  true  !  Let  us  dif- 
puteourown  exigence,  if  we  would  continue  of  apiece 
with  this* 

Where  is  our  natural  curiofity  ?  And  that,  in  points 
which  concern  us  moft?  Would  we  know  what  we  art ; 
or  what  we  may,  or  mujl  be  to  all  eternity?  Nothing 
but  revelation  can  tell  us  either.  So  that  if  we  afted 
on  no  higher  motive  than  mere  inilinct,  revelation  would 
be  precious  in  our  frght.  But  vice  extinguifhes  rot  our 
reafon  only,  but  our  inftindl  too,  when  it  would  do  us 
any  good.  Either  the  tfrongeft  inftinft  of  ctiriofity  is 
N  f  exti-.v, 
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extinguished  by  it,  or  there  is  an  aftonifhing,  and  per- 
nicious fclf-denial  in  infidels,  if  their  moft  natural  curi- 
ofity  is  ftill  alive.  Revelation  was  written  for  our  in- 
ftruiflion ;  and  are  we  too  wife  to  be  inftructed  by  God 
himfelf  ?  Throw  we  by  unread,  and  as  of  no  confe- 
quence,  an  uniealed  letter  fent  to  us  from  the  Al- 
mighty ? 

In  our  infidels  it  is  no  lefs  than  defiance  of  common- 
fenfe,  no  lefs  than  hardened  impudence  to  the  rational 
nature  of  man,  to  pretend, .that,  on  due  inquiry,  they 
want  proof  of  the  truth  of  the  Gofpel.  Its  proof  is  not 
only  great,  but  amazing ;  it  is  not  only  fufKcient  t<v- 
convince,  but  aftonifh  :  Such  its  accumulated,  over- 
whelming, evidence,  fo  truly  mar-vet/oas  its  light,  that: 
if  rejected,  it  lays  us  under  a  neceflity  of  rejecting  rea- 
fon,. and  revelation,. together.  And  is  not  reafon  oteyed,. 
the  fole  dignity,  glory,  grandeur,  of  gods,  and  men  ? 
Nothing  can  fomuch  degrade  as  the  violation  of  reafon  j. 
and  no  violation  of  reafon  is  equal  to  a  wrong  option 
in  this  point  fupreme.  Too  faint  is  the  itrongeft  co- 
louring of  all  the  fevexe  fables  of  antiquity,  to  reach  aa 
abfurdity  fo  abfurd. 

That  of  Circe's  Sty,  and  C£«Ws  Stud,  falls  fhort  o£ 
the  mark.  For  reafon,  in  thofc  days,  had  not  fuch 
powerful  moti\res  to  combat,  or  fuch  glaring  lights  to» 
jefift.  And  guilt  blackens,  in  proportion  to  the  Itrength^ 
ef  the  lights  refilled,  and  the  motives  overcome. 

Since  then  (aa  has  been  proved)  if  reafon  makes  z 
man,  by  ceafing  to  be  Chriftians,  they  ceafe  to  be  men  ; 
by  what  term  mail  we  call  thofe,  whom  no  term  can 
iefamef  Let,  therefore,  your  offended  filler  pardon  my 

pttr -able,  j, 
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'parable,  and  let  no  honeft  man,  for  the  future,  fo  far 
offend  propriety,  and  profane  our  language,  as  to  join 
in  one  abufed  word  fuch  repugnant  ideas,  as  thofe  of 
the  Centaur  and  the  man  ;    one  the  idea  of  a  being>, 
horridly  rejoicing  in  the  miferable,   and   miftaken,. 
thought,  that  this  ihort  life,  fhortened  by  vice  and  va- 
nity, is  his  All;  and  that,  like  the  fnuffof  a  candley. 
it  (hall  go  out  for  ever:  rejoicing  to  think,  that  after 
all  his  buftle  and  ambition,  he  lhall  only  by  his  putrid, 
carca/e,  add  ranknefs  to  a  clod"  of  earth,  and  defile  the 
dirt :  The  other  idea  is  that  of  a  being  big  with  hum- 
ble, but  triumphant,  hope,  of  exalting  with  his  immortaT 
J]t>ir:t,joy  celeftial ;  of  adding  melody  to  feraphic  choirs, 
in  ceafelefs  Hallelujahs  to  their  Eternal  King.   "  Sing 
"  praifes,-fing  praifes  to  our  God;   fing  praifes,  fyjg 
"  praifes  to  our  King.     Praife  him,  all  ye  angels  I 
"  praife-him,  all  his  hoft  !  praife  him,  fun  and  moon  ! 
"  praife  him  all  ye  liars,  and  light !"  For  a  fairer  light, 
a  nobler  ftar,  a  more  illuftnous  fun  is  rifen  ;  the  fun  of 
righteoufnefs  with  healing  in  his  wings  ;   and  all  the 
glories  of  unbounded  creation  areoutfhone  by  the  fmall- 
eft  beam  of  the  gofpel ;   by  the  fainteft  hope  of  wrath 
appeafed,  and  eternal  life. 

Yet  this  is  that  light,  which  fome,  in  their  fuperior 
wifdom,  would  extinguifh  as  fuperfluous  to  man,  aud 
jfet  up  the  dim  taper  of  their  reafon  in  its  ftead; 

O  thou  worft  guide,  philofopher,  and  friend ! 
Say,  for  thou  know'fl,  what  is  it  to  be  wife  ? 

E/.  on  Man. 
With  equal  ivifdom,  thou  mighteft  imagine  the  fun  fu- 

N  6 
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perfluous,  and  unnecefiary  to  the  material  world  ;  and 
call  on  chaos  for  primeval  darknefs,  as  the  great  blefl- 
ing  of  mankind.  Say,  for,  now  indeed,  thou  knoweft, 
is  not  Lucifer  in  the  lift  of  fuch  benefaftors  as  thefe  ? 

Though  In  this  his  lordfhip  is  quite  as  good  a  friend 
to  mankind,  as  he  is  a  philofopher  in  his  materiality  of 
the  foul;  yet  I  will  venture  advancing  towards  that 
precious  doftrine,  fo  far,  as  to  call,  without  fcruple, 
fuch  fort  of  imaginations  the  thoughts  of  the  bc.iv  ;  for 
from  the  body's  predominance  they,  neceflarily,  rife : 
And  thatneceffity  proves  the  neceflity  of  religion,  which 
they  refift  :  fo  that  fuch  men  (which,  perhaps,  they  are 
jp.ot  aware  of),  while,  asmuchas  they  can,  they  condemn 
religion,  they  commend  it  too;  they  as  loudly  call  for 
itj  as  the  difeafe  for  the  cure.  For  religion  is  nothing, 
but  an  expedient  for  fupporting,  tgainft  the  body's 
aflaults  and  encroachments,  the  facred  intereils  of  the 
foul. 

At  your  requeft,  Sir,  in  the  wide-fpread  ruins  of 
car  faith  and  'virtue,  I  have  taken  a  flight  view  of  a 
more  melancholy  fcene,  than  could  be  prefented  by 
famine,  peftilence,  or  the  fword :  but,  by  God's 
grace  we  (hall  repent ;  and  not  fuffcrour  greateft  glory 
to  become  our  greateft  dread;  not  fufter  our  prime  and 
:»nfpeakable  blefling,  immortality,  to  render  cxiftence 
the  moft  infupportable  curfe.  What  a  terrible  inver- 
fion  is  this  of  the  high  favours  of  heaven  !  This  muft 
be  the  cafe,  when  man  is  zMfcnfe;  For  to  fenfe  no- 
thing exilU  but  the  prefenl.  Our  prefent  is  fo  dear, 
tjiat  cur  future  is  undone.  Strange  condrft  !  when 
cur  flep  cut  of  life  is  ib  fnort,  and  fo  Cure,  fuUt'en,  end 
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innumerable  our  accidents  in  it,  that  almoft  every  mo- 
ment attunes  us,  that  unlefs  in  time  we  lay  hold  on 
our  in--vijllle,  and,  to  reafon  alone,  exifting  God,  we 
{hall  (ben  fall  from  all  we  held  fo  dear  ;  and  that  then, 
not  only  all  our  happinefs,  but  all  our  hope,  is  at  an 
end. 

What  is  there,  O  my  countrymen !  O  my  friend  ! 
O  my  poor,  endangered,  immortal  foul !  what  is  there, 
from  Adam  to  this  hour,  but  fully  confirms  what  I  fay  ? 
The  world  allures  us  ;  the  world  condemns  us  ;  he 
who  takes  that  kind  adnce,  which  thro*  his  own  expe- 
rience, the  world  conveys,  will  Jinpife  all  its  charms. 
As  ignorance  teen;s  with  infidelity,  fo  knowlege  is  a 
faft  friend  of  faith.  If  we  would  but  know,  what  we 
cannot  but  know  ;  if  we  would  but  believe  our  fenfes 
in  what  pailcs,  and  our  common  records  in  what  has 
palled  ;  it  would  not  only  reconcile  us  to,  but,  almoft, 
fupply  ihe  place  of,  our  Creed \  fo  very  natural  a  growth 
is  the  Chriitun  of  the  man. 

As  natural  a  growth  of  an  infidel  is  a  beaft  :  a  beaft 
by  God  uncreated  ;  by  Adam  unnamed.  That  defect 
Adatrfs  meaneft  fon  has  fupplied,  by  writing  CEN- 
TAUR in  the  horrid  gap,  which  the  bold  infidel  has 
made,  by  the  defperate  erafure  of  his  chriftian  name. 

Is  this  thought  too  opprobrious,  and  a  term  of  re- 
pro.' ch  ? — I  will  make  f'.>m<-  nn^nJs  by  a  fhort  hint  of 
advice,  which  muy  fave  from  reproach  the  whole  ]ength 
of  their  lives.  •'  Let  not  the  brute  an)  longer  run  away 
"  with  the  man,  left  fomething  more  dreadful  fiiould 
f  run  away  with  the  brute." 

If 
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If  this  advice  is  refufed,  as"  Alexander  faid  of  thfc 
Perfian  effeminate  army,  there  are  manyencmies>  but  few 
fcUiers ;  fo  fay  I,  of  this  Pc.pbian  ifle,  there  are  a  mul- 
titude of 'people,  but  a/mall  rtmnant  of  men  !  And  of  all 
brutes  the  mod  brutal  is  the  volunteer  in  brutality  ; 
the  brute  felf-made ;  the  brute  not  from  the  decree^ 
but  abufe,  of  nature  ;  the  jirange  brute-affrighting 
brute,  with  the  ftature,  vefture,  voice,  and  face  of  man  ; 
the  brute  myfterious,  irrationally  rational,  and  (with 
horror  let  me  fpeak  it),  deplorably  immortal. 

Does  the  Centaur  flill  found  too  harfh  in  their  ears  ? 
I  will  fo  far  indulge  them,  as  to  change  it  for  flaw ;  and 
Hiitead  of  making  free  with  their  hides,  only  rattle  their 
chains.  For  chains  they  wear,  galling,  infamous  chains ! 
Tillftubborn  and  wild  will  is  broken  by  grace,  and  rea- 
fon,  no  man  is  free  ;  but  madly  prefers  the  heavy  bur- 
dens of  his  luft,  and  the  fcourges  of  confcience,  to  the 
glorious  liberty  of  the  fons  of  God. 

And  is  it  poffible  that  pride  ftiould  be  the  growth 
of  flavery  ?  They  are  proud  of  bondage,  triumph  in 
infamy,  and  imagine  that  in  their  high  flights  of  folly, 
and  riot  unreftrained,  there  is  fomething  great.  No 
man  is  great,  till  he  fees  that  every  thing  in  this 
world  is  little.  And  of  all  that  is  little,  that  they  are 
the  k-aft.  Would  they-  know  what  is  greatnefs  ?  Great 
is  he,  and  he  alone,  who  makes  the  whole  creation, 
and  its  amazing  caufe,  the  circumference*  and  his  own 
/rwintereft  the  ««/r*rofhis  thoughts. Who  has  ftrength 
and  fteadinefs,  to  weigh  in  perpetual  andequal  balance,, 
right  arfd  wrong,  body  and  fonl,  time  and  eternity, 
juture  and.  God  j  and  fo  weighing,  to  difdain  any 
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•very  anxious  thought,  for  lefs  than  the  greateft  good 
his  limited  nature  admits,  and  his  all-powerful  God 
has  promifed  to  bellow.  That  God,  ivhofe  are  the  pil- 
lars of  the  earth,  and  who  has  fet  the  'world  upon  them. 
Who  in  his  --wrath  thunders  out  of  heaven,  and  his  adver- 
Juries  are  broken  to  pieces, 

In  this,  Sir,  in  giving  our  fupreme  gpod,  our  fupreme 
effort  and  concern,  in  fpight  of  all  temptation,  lies 
the  greatnefs  of  man.  Well  may  it  lie  in  a  prudence, 
fuch  a  prudence,  as  angels  cannot  exceed..  If  this  is 
wanting,  vain  are  all  other  pretenfions  to  greatnefs, 
-whether  of  king,  hero,  or  philofopher.  And  a  C//2»r, 
a  Marlborough,  a  Neivton,  a  Bolingbroke,  a  fidler^ 
tumbler,  and  fcaramouch,  may  be  thrown  together  into 
onepromifcuous  heap  of  equal  impotence  for  attaining, 
true  greatnefs.  The  performance,  indeed,  of-  each  of 
thefe  candidates  for  glory,  the  multitude  may  admire  ; 
but  \hz  performer,  at  the  fame  time,  will  be  condemned, 
by  the  wife,  as  little-minded  and  mean;  nay,  as  a  very 
fool  in  the  language  of  Scripture  ;  that  is,  in  .the  judg- 
ment of  God.. 

You  fee,  therefore,  to  what  titles  of  renown  our  fint. 
men,  on  the  ftri&eft  enquiry,,  may  put  in  a  juft  pretence: 
fool  !  Jla-iJ£  !  centaur!. — The  laft  is  the  neweft,  and 
(which  would  be  well  for  them),  may  be  the  lead  un- 
derftood;  but  let  them  chufs  which  they  pleafe.  Were 
it  referred. to  me,  their  antichriflian  glory  mould  be 
quite  aggrandized,  and  mine,, like  his  holinefs,  triple- 
crowned  with  all  three., 

To  that  tremendous  power,,  which  alone  is  truly 
,|jreat;,,auJ  good  j  in  wliofe  favour  is  all  light,  life,  hope, 
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peace,  joy,  and  falvation  ;  be  thanks,  praife,  and  do- 
minion over  the  rebel,  foci,  JIa*ve,  and  centaur,  in  our 
hearts.  And  rr.r.y  our  hearts,  thus  exercifed,  have  a 
lively  fttling  of  the  God  invifible  5  and,  panting  for 
the  rivers  of  true  pleafure  at  his  right  hand,  abhor  the 
life  in  vogue  ;  and  in  faith  unfhaken,  and  rvirme  un- 
feigned, be  confirmed  for  evermore:  nor  longer  (to 
the  reproach  eternal  of  the  prefent  age)  let  our  fins, 
as  well  as  our  fituation,  proclaim  us  to  be 

'.  i  Ttto  divifos  orbe  Britannos,  VIRG. 

But  to  damp  my  rifing  hope,  I  know  not  if  another 
<iiilindion  of  Britons  from  the  greateft  part  of  man- 
kind, may  not  have  been  the  glorious  indeed,  but  fa- 
tal caufe  of  this  moft  ignominious  effcft.  It  is  the  great 
glory  of  God  to  draw  good  out  of  evil.  To  draw  evil 
out  of  good  is  the  great  infamy  of  man. 

I  fufpeft,  that  an  infolent  pride  in  Britljb  liberty, 
in  fome  meafure,  infpires  Brhijh  licence  of  thought, 
and  extravagance  of  opinion  ;  which  as  extravagant  a  • 
practice  for  ever  follows :  if  fo,  vice>  and  infidelity, 
are  as  much  our  national  diflempers,  as  the  fcurvy,  or 
the  fpleen.  Though  difcretion  much  befriends  happi- 
nefs,  happinefs  is  no  friend  to  difcretion.  Great  blef- 
fmgs  intoxicate.  Liberty,  fraught  with  bleCings  as  it 
is,  when  unalufed,  has,  perhaps,  been  abufed  to  our 
deftru&ion.  And  as  Britijh  malt,  fublimated  into  the 
moft  pernicious  liquor  (now  fo  much  in  ufe)  fo  Britijh 
liberty,  carried  into  licentioufnefs,  has  poifoned  and 
brutalifed  the  Britijh  fiate.  By  too  much  exalting  oar 
fpirits,  it  corrupts  our  manners  ;  and  that  glory  of  our 
confliuition  is  the  dHgracc  of  our  lives.  Purely  to 
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prove  themfelvesfreetaea,  fome  turn  infidels :  Hanging 
themfelves  would  be  as  good,  and,  to  the  public,  a  lefs 
pernicious,  proof.  Such  men  fhould  perform  a  long 
quarentine  ere  admitted  to  the  embrace  even  of  a  bro- 
ther. Heaven  preferve  thee,  my  friend,  from  the  free- 
dom, and  wifdom,  and  happinefs,  now  in  vogue.  He 
is  moft  free  who  is  bound  by  the  laws ;  he  is  moil  wife 
who  owns  himfelf  weak ;  he  is  moft  happy  who  abridges 
\i\spleafitres ;  and  he  is  moft  magnanimous,  O  ye  bold, 
intrepid,  heaven- defying,  Britons  !  who  fears  his  God. 

He,  indeed,  is  the  moft  magnanimous,  for  by  that 
fear  he  is  fortified  againft  all  other.  And  he  is  by  far 
the  moft  happy  !  for  the  Divine  Favour,  the  light  of 
God's  countenance  is  \hefun  of  the  human  foul,  whence 
all  its  vegetation  of  real  felicity,  and  though  the  world, 
(which  from  him  receives  all  its  feeble  rays)  may 
greatly  fhine  in  our  eyes,  yet,  as  wifely  may  we  expe& 
vigorous  and  vivifying  heat  from  the  tnoon,  as  any  folid 
fatisfaftion  from  it. 

But  juft  one  word  to  the  bufy,  ambitious,  learned, 
and  gay.  Vice  and  virtue  excepted,  no  man  on  earth 
can  fay,  what  is  good  or  ill,  in  as  great  a  tumult  and 
uproar  as  your  pailions  are,  O  ye  bufy  !  and  ambitious  / 
about  every  thing  elfe:  And  to  love,  and  labour  at, 
what  God  commands,  and  to  defire  a'id  hope,,  what 
he  promifes,  is  the  fir.gle  great  leffon,  O  ye  learned! 
and  the  fingle  true  pleafure,  O  ye  gay  !  of  human  life. 

And,  now,  my  friend,  farewell.  I  muft  truft  myfelf 
no  longer  with  the  pen  ;  for  while  I  think  there  is  a 
poflibility,  that,  touched  by  forne  happy  ftroke,  but  one 

fellow 
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fellow  mortal  may  Be  ralfed  from  a  periling  man  of 
the  earth,  to  a  blefied  immortal,  my  bufy  mind  perpe- 
tually fuggefls  new  hints,  and  my  heart  knows  not  how- 
to  refrain  from  purfiring  thein.  The  volume  grows  up- 
on my  hands,  till  its  very  bulk  would  defeat  its  end. 
New  rays  of  thought  dart  in  upon  me,  which,  like 
crofs  lights,  confound  and  perplex  each  other.  Some- 
thing of  this  you  may  have  perceived  already.  Even 
Centaurs  have  teen  human,  and  I  feel  the  flrong  tie  of 
humanity,  when  going  to  bid  them  a  laft,  an  everlaft- 
ing  farewel.  Like  one  about  to  leave  unhappy  friends 
in  the  midft  of  a  deftru&ion,  which  yet,  by  timely 
care,  they  might  efcape,  ilill,  at  the  moment  of  de- 
parture, fome  new  caution  occurs  to  me,  fome  new 
exhortation,  fomething  unfaid,  or  not  fo  well  faid,  a» 
it  might  have  been.  But  now,  the  adieu  muft  be  final. 
With  only  this  additional,  and  ftill  more  urgent,  and 
to  them  furprifing,  motive  for  reformation,  (viz.J 
My  afluring  them,  that  what  I  have  hitherto,  through 
tendernefs,  allowed  to  pafs  for  fable,  is  aftual  faft. 
That  the  Centaur  is  indeed  not  fabulous.  That  a  man 
without  religion  is  really  a  beaft  ;  and  fuch  is  he  pro- 
nounced in  Scripture,  where  it  is  faid  that  f  He  alfo  is 
ffjb;  that  is,  a  brute  !  And,  (what  fhould  ftrike  them 
not  a  little)  this  is  affigned  as  the  reafon  for  fweeping 
away  our  degenerate  race  by  the  flood.  A  brute,  in 
truth,  he  is,  with  this  only  difference,  that  his  fuperior 
tinderftanding  gives  him  more  venom  than  the  moft  en- 
venomed of  ierpents ;  and  enables  him  to  do  more  fa- 
tal mifchief  to  himfelf,  and  others,  than  without  the 

•fc  Gen,  vi. 
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curfeofreafon,  of  abufedreafon,  could  poflibly  be  done. 
So  far  therefore  is  it  from  fatire,.  that  kind  admonition 
is  all  which  the  word  Centaur  implies.  And  as  in 
fome  words  there  was  once  imagined  to  refide  a  magic 
power  over  damans  themfelves,  that  opinion  might  ftill 
prevail,  if  the  defign  of  thefe  letters,  to  the  wifli  of  all 
honeft  men,  could  fucceed,  and  the  foul  nature  of  the 
Centaur  be  caft  out  by  the  name.  If  this  mould  be 
the  fortunate  event,,  thefe  pages  would  live  in  the  lives 
of  thofe  they  {hall  reclaim.  And  iffo,  O  Bolingbroke! 
and  yo.u,  his  applauding  idolizers!  what  to  this  is 
that  vain  immortality  which  the  meaneft  writers  wiih, 
and  which  the  nobleft  can  fcarce  attain  ?  Praife  is  an 
error,  where  Pardon  is  indulgence  ;  and  pardon  is  in- 
dulgence to  the  brighteft  parts  mifapplied.  They  ra- 
ther provoke,  than  pleafe,  the  worthy  mind,  by  lay- 
ing it  under  the  difagreeable  neceflity,  and  clafliing- 
difpofitions,,  of  admiring  the  writer,  and  difapprov- 
ing  the  man.  Which,  in  fome  fort,  is  like  admiring 
Nero  for  his  riddle,  when,  through  his  own  frenzy,  hi*, 
glorious  capital  was  in  flames. 


I  am,  my  'dear  friend., 
Kov.  29,  1,754. 

JO  St. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

I  Received  your  obje&ions,  and  thank  you  for  them. 
I  believe  everyjudicious  readerwill  make  the  fame. 
All  I  can  fay,  for  mitigation  of  their  cenfure,  is,  that 
they  who  take  on  them  to  read  ledures  in  this  laughing 
age,  if  they  wifh  an  audience  but  moderately  large, 
muft  have  weight  enough  to  make  impreffion  on  the 
ferious ;  and  levity  enough  to  catch  thofe  wanton  ears, 
which,  unlefs  tickled  by  that  feather,  would  continue 
Ihut  as  clofe,  as  their  filly  hearts  are  to  virtue,  though 
an  angel  fiiould  take  the  chair. 

1  know  you  are  fo  kindly  concerned  for  your  friend's 
reputation,  that  the  mixture  of  levity  with  folemnity,  in 
thefe  letters,  makes  you  apprehenfive  of  its  expofmg 
the  writer  to  cenfure  or  ridicule.  Yet,  how  is  it  pofii- 
ble  to  write  on  fo  dreadfully  mixed  a  fubjeft,  as  the 
ways  of  men,  without  being  agitated  by  the  moft  con- 
tradiftory  emotions  ?  His  follies  fo  fantaftically  wrong, 
foludicroufly  abfurd:  His  capacitiesforvirtueandhap- 
pinefs,  fo  noble  :  His  vices  fo  fhocking:  Their  confe- 
qucnce  fo  deplorable  ! — So  earneflly  defirous  I  am  of 
waking  him  from  that  dream,  in  which  he  nods  upon, 
the  brink  of  eternal  ruin,  that  if  nothing  can  do  it  but 
my  own  difgrace,  my  own  buffoonery  (as  perhaps  he  will 
think  it),  I  rejoice  to  fall  fo  low.  If  he  will  but  laugh 
with  me,  at  kiufelf,  he  is  freely  welcome  to  laugh  at 
me,  as  much  as  he  fees  caufc.  It  is  not  his  applaufe, 
but  his  welfare,  that  is  fought.  Amendment  \s  the  point 
in  view.  That  point  unpropofed,  (and  could  the  f  Vif- 
count  propofe  it  ?)  all  cenfure  is  mere  malice,  and  mere 
•\  Lord  Eulingbrokc, 
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impertinence  is  all  harangue ;  and  entitles  a  Tully,  a  Bo- 
lingbroke,  and  a  parrot,  to  juft  the  fame  portion  of  our 
efteem,  and  applaufe.  Would  you,  my  friend,  judge 
aright  of  men  ?  Aflc  not  what  they  have  done,  but  <why\ 
or  their  characters  will  be  ftill  in  the  dark. -—But  I  fear 
I  am  fetting  your  judgment  of  men  too  right  for  my 
own  intereft,  I  muft  leave  it  under  the  power  of  fome 
partiality,  for  the  fake  of  your  humble  fervant. 

Pardon  one  word  more,  f  Centaur  is  of  Greek  ex- 
traction, and  fignifies  ilimulation.  May  it  here  prove 
(as  intended)  a  fpur  to  virtue ;  and,  moft,  in  myfelf. 
Standing  in  awe  of  my  own  pen,  may  I  take  the  coun- 
fel  I  give  !  Thus  only  can  I  bey#;v  of  doing  any  good  ; 
thus  only  can  I  boldly  fay,  without  the  reader's  leave, 
that  I  have  not  writ  in  vain.  Is  not  this  a  new  expedi- 
ent for  writing  to  feme  little  purpofe ;  and  an  expedi- 
ent of  no  fmall  fervice  to  the  public,  if  all  our  writers 
would  ufe  the  fame  ?  T-heir  numbers,  then,  would  be 
lefs  a  nuifance;  and  half  the  nation  (bleffed  change!) 
would  aim  at  virtue,  as  well  as  fame.  This,  too,  might 
be  fome  fort  of  apology  for  thofe  heroes  of  the  pen, 
who,  dauntlefs  at  their  own  danger,  with  the  fpirit  of 
a  Ciirtius,  for  the  fake  of  their  dear  country,  leap  head- 
long into  the  prefs,  (too  hafty  patriots !)  and  periflj 
there. 

Vlncit  amor  fatritf,  laudumque  immenfa  cupido.     VJR.C. 
"f  From   KJMIV,  flimul.ire. 
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